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PERSONAGES. 


Orosmane, 


Sultan  of  Jerusalem 


L  ) 


£ilRE 

Fatiwa 


Prince  of  the  blood 

i»f  the 
King*  of  Jerusalem. 

Slaves  of  the  Sultan. 


Nekksta*, 
Chatilldn, 

CoRASMIW, 

Mjsledgr, 


.] 


French  Knights 


Officers  of  the  Sultan. 


ZAIRE. 

Act  First. 

Scene  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Seraglio 
of  the  Sultan  of  Jerusalem. 

Zaire  &  Fatima. 


Fatima. 
rVVer  did  I,  young  and  lovely  Zaire,  expect 
A  change  so  strange,  so  sudden,  to  detect! 


- 


What  flatt  ring  hope  annihilates  thy  spleen, 

And  days  of  gloom. converts  to  days  serene? 

Thy  heart's  content  doth  with  thy  charms  increase; 

To  dim  thine  eye's  bright  lustre  tear-drops  cease; 

No  longer  turn'st  thou  to  that  happy  shore, 

Where  Gallia's  son  hath  promised  woes  no  more: 

Those  halcyon  climes  I  those  hallow  'd  realms  of 

grace  f 
Where  Women,  from  a  wise  and  polish  d  race, 
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ZAIRE. 

Receive,  as  their  inherent  right  divine! 
The  homage  due  to  intellect  like  thine. 
Companions  of  their  husbands  —  equals  near — « 
They  virtue  owe  to  principle  —  not  fear— - 
For  masters  of  themselves,  the  heart,  the  soul 
Is  free  unsullied;  and  needs  no  control! 
Does  liberty  no  longer  call  a  sigh; 
Resign'd  in  abject  slavery  to  die; 
Preferring  a  proud  Sultan's  harem  mean 
On  Jordan's  rivage,  to  the  banks  of  Seine? 

Zaire. 
Oh!  wherefore  sigh  for  climes  remote  —  unknown* 
The  expectation  —nay,  the  hope's  now  flown  — 
Heav'n  seems  tc  destine  us  for  Jordan's  shore; 
Then  why,  ungrateful,  God's  decrees  deplore? 
Bred  in  the  Harem,  each  revolving  day 
Makes  home  more  sacred  —  I've  no  wish  to  stray—- 
The  world  entire  is  dead  henceforth  to  me; 
Jlly  world  alone  in  these  dear  walls  I  see: 
As  for  the  rest,  it  seems  a  meteor  gleam ! 
An  empty,  unsubstantial,  passing  dream. 

F  ATI  MA. 

Hast  thou  forgotten  then  the  gen'rous  care 

Oi  that  brave  Frenchman,  whose  regards  we  share  \ 


One  who  thro'  friendship  swore  to  break  our  chain, 
And  with  redeeming  fee  return  again. 
His  glory  great  in  those  sad  fights  recall, 
Lost  by  the  Christians  under  Damar's  wall : 
E'en  conqu'ring  Orosmane  his  deeds  revered; 
Took  his  parole;  and  forth  to  France  he  steer'd — 
Dost  thou  deem  this  a  meteoric  gleam? 
An  empty  shade!  —  an  unsubstantial  dream! 

Zaire: 
His  expectations  may  have  met  with  blights  — 
He  vow'd  deliv'rance  to  ten  christian  knights  — 
To  break  their  chains,  or  to  resume  his  own : 
But  now  two  years  have  pass'd  —  the  hope  has 

flown  — 
Respect  and  admiration,  still  I  feel  — 
Doubt-not  his  faith  —  but  futile  hold  his  zeal. 

Fatima. 
But  should  his  promise  be  fulnTd?  —  should  fate 

I*id  him  return 

Zaire. 
Ah !  'twould  be  now  too  late  — 
All,  all  is  changed  — 

Fatima. 
What  doat  thou  mean  to  say ?  — 
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Zaike. 
That  Zaire,  blest  Zaire!  is  destined  here  to  stay. 
A  mightier  hand  than  JjTerestajifLS  now  deigns 
To  end  onr  evils  —  to  undo  our  chains  — 
The  royal  Orosnoane* 

Fatima. 
Ha !  —  wherefore  pause !  — 
A  blush  upon  thy  cheek!  —  I  guess  the  cause! 

Zaire. 
XeSjFatima,  he  lovesjne— -but  beware 
To  think  a  master's  haughty  smiles  I'd  share: 
Or  could  the  shameful  dignity  endure, 
The  station  of  his  mistress  might  procure. 
That  pride  which  doth  our  modesty  sustain. 
Bids  this  pure  bosom  such  base  ties  disdain: 
Rather  than  bend  my  soul  to  that  degree, 
Death,  death  itself,  should  set  the  captive  free* 
No  —  Fatima,  a  more  exalted  state, 
Doth  the  beloved,  and  happy  Zaire  await; 
These  my  poor  charms,  eternal  vows  have  won ; 
On  none  but  me  shines  Hymen's  hallow  d sun! 
My  rivals  are  dismiss'd;  and  I'm  alone, 
Invited  to  ascend  the  Sultan's  throne! 


\ 


y 

ZAIRE: 

m  i  m  >  » 

Fatima. 
Thy  charms,  thy  virtues,  merit  such  reward  — 
May'st  thou  be  blest  in  so  deserved  a  lord  — 
May  royal  dignities  true  joy  impart; 
And  ne'er  remorse  of  conscience  sear  thy  heart  — 
Oh  !  if  high  heav'n  permits  the  sacred  rite, 
I'll  bow  thy  subject  with  unfeign'd  delight. 

Zaire. 
Be  still  my  equal,  and  partake  my  joy  — 
But  wherefore  with  a  doubt  love's  hopes  alloy? 
Why  should  high  heav'n  not  sanction  the  decree, 
And  bless  therein  both  Orosmane  and  sstskme? 

Fatima. 
t)ost  thou  then  feel  no  bridle  to  restrain  I  — 
Ko  whisper  hear  "  Christ,  Christ  has  died  in  vain  I " 
y  Zaire. 

How  know  we  that  the  Christian's  creed  is  Zaire's? 
To  me  no  kindred  tie  that  faith  declares: 
My  parentage  from  infancy  conceal'd 
Jk  Leaves  me  unshackled  —  'twill  be  ne'er  reveal'd— » 

Fatima. 
Young  Nerestan,  born  here  in  bondage  dire, 
Declares,  in  sooth,  a  christian  was  thy  sire.     I 

\ 


e 

ZAIRE. 


And  can'st  thou  doubt  it?  —  why,  thine  infant  neck 

A  cross,  that  cross  now  hid,  was  wont  to  deck! 

The  Christian's  emblem!  —  through  thy  childhood 

worn  — 

The  sign  of  that  belief  thou  hast  forsworn  !  — 

Perhaps  preserved  in  secret  in  thy  hands, 

A  gage  to  save  thee  from  these  heathen  bands. 

Zaire. 

What  faith  can  be  congenial  to  my  heart, 

But  that  wherein  my  lover  takes  a  part? 

Custom  and  law  have  bent  my  early  mind, 

To  that  religion  I  in  Jordan  find: 

To  habit  and  example,  'tis  in  chief 

We  owe  our  thoughts,  our  manners,  our  belief. 

B-side  the  Ganges  1  had  been,  too  sure, 

A  worshipper  of  Gods  here  held  impure  — 

In  France  a  Christian  —  but  on  this  dear  shore, 

Great  Mahomet's  the  Prophet  to  adore! 

It  is  the  parent's  hand  that  stamps  the  heart  — 

That  doth  its  moral  influence  impart  — 

And  from  these  characters  at  first  imprest, 

Of  principle  is  fix'd  the  sure  behest: 

The  hand  of  God  alone,  can  then  efface 
Impressions  which  so  deeply  wrought  we  trace. 


You,  tho'  a  captive,  did  not  chains  endure 
Before  thine  ape  and  reason  were  mature: 
Time  and  example  had  perform  d  their  part  — 
Had  shed  conviction  o'er  thy  swerveless  heart-— 
Fix'd  was  thy  faith  —  thy  firm  belief  secure  — 
Precept  had  model'd  thee  a  Christian  pare! 
But  /,  'midst  Saracens  from  birth,  by  fate 
Learnt  not  the  christian  creed  until  too  late: 
Tho*  still,  I  will  confess,  that  cross  you  name, 
Sometimes,  in  spite  of  me  calls  fear  and  shame: 
Nay,  until  love  seduced  my  wayward  soul, 
1  felt  its  influence  my  thoughts  control : 
And  even  yet,  do  reverence  those  laws, 
(  Of  charity,  at  once,  th'effect  and  cause !  ) 
Those  laws  which  Nerestan  impress'd  my  mind, 
-Should  make  a  band  of  brothers  of  mankind. 

Fatima. 
Then  wherefore  strive  against  them  even  now, 
And  make  to  Mahomet  a  recreant  vow? 
Thou  art  about  to  marry  with  their  foe ! 
Th^-ir  conqueror!  —  the  source  of  all  their  woe! 

Zaire, 

Ah !  who  could  such  a  proffer'd  spouse  reject? 
I  own,  alas '  mine  amorous  defect; 
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I  might  have  proved  a  christian  if  still  free, 

But  Love  has  vanquishd  -  his  frail  victim  see! 

Great  Orosmane  adores  me!  —  all's  forgot  — 

1  see  but  him,  and  my  beatic  lot! 

At  loves  sweet  fountain  have  I  quafFM  the  bowl; 

And  love  now  lords  it  o'er  my  drunken  soul ! 

Rf  cals  his  kindness!  —  his  heroic  deeds!  — 

His  grace!  —  his  glory!  —pride  too,  passion  feeds: 

Yet  'tis  not  for  the  sceptre  he  can  give  — 

No  —  'tis  himself  alone,  for  whom  I  live! 

Nor  is  it  gratitude  this  bosom  swells, 

Wherein  his  idol  image  cherish 'd  dwells; 

©fa!  to  be  thankful  were  a  weak  return 

I  or  love  like  his !  —  such  homage  cold  I  spurn t '«• 

No—  I  adore!  as  I  adored  would  be! — - 

My  souls  in  him,  as  His  soul  is  in  me! 

Perhaps  I  trust  too  much  to  that  sweet  flame, 

(That  passion  you'll  "infatuation"  name) 

But  had  it  been  high  heav'n's  exchanged  decree, 

For  him  to  wear  the  chains,  now  worn  by  me\ 

And  /,  proud  Syria's  kingdom  to  control, 

To  him,  as  he  to  me,  I'd  give  my  soul ! 

Fatima. 
S>me  one  draws  near — 
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Zaike. 
'Tis  him   -instinctive  yearn  ! 
This  heart  prophetic  whispers  his  return. 

Enter  Orosmane. 

Orosmane. 
Ingenuous  Zaire!  ere  Hymen's  sacred  bands 
In  holy  wedlock  join  these  plighted  hands, 
My  projects  to  repeat  once  more  I  seek, 
And  hear  thee  thy  free  acquiescence  speak. 
The  Sultans  who  the  kneeling  world  behold 
Inert  and  idle — slaves  to  pleasure  sold !  — 
Who  'mongst  the  Harem's  fair  their  hearts  divide. 
To  me,  from  this  day  forth,  shall  be  no  guide: 
Their  rights,  their  customs,  I  forthwith  forswear; 
All  womankind  to  me  is  lovely  Zaire ! 
Our  laws,  to  pleasure  open  me  the  field 
To  that  voluptuousness  to  which  they  yield: 
I  smiles  may  lavish  at  caprice's  will ; 
Each  new  desire's  wild  wish,  like  them,  fulfil; 
Receive,  alike,  the  homage  of  the  fair; 
And,  unrestrain'd,  my  courted  favors  share: 
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In  my  Seraglio  as  absolutely  rule  — 

There  to  obedient  terms  my  women  school  — 

Dictate  mine  edicts  on  the  couch  of  ease — 

And,  lost  in  luxury,  my  senses  please: 

But  luxury,  tho'  sweet,  hath  bitter  fruits, 

And  lust  uncheck'd  debases  men  to  brutes. 

1  see  around  me  Caliphs,  Princes,  Kings, 

Whose  blood  from  Mahomet's  own  lin'a^e  springs; 

But  who,  degenerate,  in  their  gloomy  state 

Heclining  on  those  thrones  no  longer  great, 

languish  in  Babylon  without  a  name, 

(  The  very  wreck  of  their  forefathers'  fame ! ) 

Who  with  their  swords  unsheath'd,  their  flags 

unfurl'd, 
Had  they  but  ruled  themselves,  had  ruled  the 

world. 
Syria  was  by  conquering  Bouillon  ta'en  — 
But  God,  to  punish,  conquest  render'd  vain ; 
And  rais'd  of  Saladin  the  mighty  hand, 
Who  overcame  the  Christians'  hostile  band ; 
My  Father  next  won  Jordan ;  I,  his  heir, 
(Still  doubtful  master  of  his  conquest's  share ! ) 
See  these  proud  Christians,   thirsty  after  spoil      ■ 
Approach  our  empire,  torn  with  late  turmoil !  / 
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■  «♦»  - 

And  when  the  trumpet,  and  the  voire  of  war 
Sound  from  the  Nile  to  the  Pont-Enxine  far; 
SShall  /,  a  prey  to  their  lascivious  taste, 
Both  health  and  life  in  fornication  waste? 
No  —  glory  I  attest  —  my  days  devote 

To  War  andZaire —  and  true-love  thus  denote! 

-  - 

Thou  art  at  once  my  mistress  and  my  wife — 

To  Orosmane  the  source  and  end  of  life ! 

Nor  think,  my  Zaire,  thine  honor  III  confide 

To  those  vile  minions,  (whom  your  sex  deride) 

Guards  of  the  Harem  —prompt  to  lead  astray  — 

Who  watch  both  sides,  and  both  sides  oft  betray! 

Far  be  such  jealous  caution  from  my  soul ; 

111  trust  thine  honor  to  thine  own  control: 

But,  in  return,  demand  an  equal  share 

.Of  confident  devotionxfrom  my  Zaire. 

Ah  I  if  she  loves  with  the  same  ardent  flame 

That  warms  this  bosom,  she  can  feel  the  shame, 

The  unexampled,  overwhelming  woe  — 

In  brief,  that  it  would  be  a  death-fraught  blow  I 

Did  she  receive  the  gifts  my  vows  do  bless, 

With  other  than  wild  passion's  keen  excess* 

I  love  thee,  Zai  re,  to  such  fanatic  rate, 

That  I  should  4eeja  luke-warm  responses:,  hate ! 


12 
ZAIRE. 

*m~~ 

I  idolize' —  and  idolized  must  be  — 

No  love  unsought  between  my  Zaire  and  me. 

On  these  conditions  only  do  I  wed, 

And  consecrate  to  Zaire  my  nuptial  bed: 

Our  marriage  knot's  to  each  elysium's  height; 

Or  else  to  each  a  curse  <mr  hopes  to  blight. 

Zaire. 
Ah!  Orosmane'  if  thy  great  soul  indeed, 
Hath  founded  all  its  wish  on  true-love's  meed; 
If  hope  depends  upon  the  heart  of  Zaire, 
What  man  so  blest !  — yet  hold  —  my  blushes 

spare  — 
Or  rather,  no  —  I'll  openly  confess  — 
If  you  adore  —  know,  Zaire  adores  no  less ! 
Yea  —  "mrd'st  those  eyes  that  in  the  Harem  shine, 
Had'st  thou  but  mark'd  these  truant  eyes  of  mine; 
They  would  have  told  the  tale,  this  tongue  now 

tells  — 
That  tale  whereon  my  thought  enamour'd  dwells! 
O  joy  unequald  !  —  happiness  untold!  — 
l^rom  the  fond  spouse  beloved,  one's  all  to  hold! 
To  see  oneself  the  work  of  that  kind  hand ! 
Obedience  seeming  like  one's  own  command ! 
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'  To  find  returned  one  s  own  spontaneous  fire, 
And  gain  the  sole  dear  object  of  desire 

** 3  ■.( 

,-"  Enter  Coraimin.   Qm\  . 

CoRASMIN, 

ffcat  Christian,  sire,  who  went  to  ransom  slaves 
Has  just  return'd;  and  instant  audience  craves. 
i  Fatima. 


*•<- 


Orosamne. 


Corasmin ! —  why  does  he  not  appear?  — 
Corasmin. 
I  knew  not  he  unbid  might  venture  here. 

Orosmane. 
Henceforth  let  all  who  wish,  in  ev'ry  place 
Have  access  free ;  and  ask,  themselves,  for  grace. 

[Exit  Corasmin. 
Yea  —  for  those  dreadful  maxims  I  disdain, 
Of  kings  invisible;  who  tyrants  reign. 

Re-enter  Corasmin,  with  Nerestan. 
Nerestan. 
Respected  enemy  —  whom  foes  esteem!  — 
My  oath  to  thee,  I  hasten  to  redeem — 


*\ 
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All  now  is  done  that  was  to  do  of  mine; 
It  rests  with  thee,  great  Sultan,  to  do  thine. 
The  ransom's  here,  to  purchase  freedom's  rights 
For  Zaire  &  Fatime,  and  ten  christian  knights, 
^     r   Illustrious  captives  in  thy  dungeon's  walls!  — 
But  for  myself,  alas!  no  freedom  calls. 
Their  chains  I've  broken,  to  re-take  my-oun—* 
The  hope  to  ransom  Nerestan  has  flown  — 
All,  all  is  gone — to  own  it,  truth  constrains  — 
For  me,  proud  poverty  alone  remains! 
My  duty,  and  my  pledge  I  have  discharged  — 
I'm  now  thy  pris'ner —  They  are  now  enlarged. 

.  Orosmane. 
Christian,  t  laud  thee  for  thy  noble  deed! 
And  bow  to  virtues  which  most  men's  exceed : 
JBut  yet,  I'm  fain  to  walk  thine  equal  too; 
A  Christian  shall  no  Mussulman  outdo! 
Take  back  their  ransoms  —all  I  give  to  thee — 
And  thou  thyself,  unransom'd  too,  jut  free  — 
Ay,  and  moreover,  to  those  hapless  men 
Thy  cares  have  rescued,  I'll  add  ten  times  ten ! 
Let  them  go  with  thee;  and  thy  country  show 
That  eastern  breasts  can  feel  a  gen' rous  glow  I 
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Whence  they  may  judge  between  us,  which*- 

shoukLtejgtv^ 
The  French  or  I,  to  Syria's  nghjsjrnaintain. 
But  'mong'st  those  hundred  captives  whom  I  yield, 
The  doom  of  Lusignan  stands  unrepeald: 
My  pow'r,  my  pride,  my  safety,  all  ordain        y. 
That  he  must  here  my  pris'ner  still  remain. 
His  race  once  sway'd  the  sceptre  o'er  these  climes; 
His  known  pretensions,  therefore,  now  are  crimes. 
I~pity  htm^butsuch  is  fate's  decree  — 
Had  he  subdued,  he'd  so  have  treated  me. 
For  Zaire,  believe  me  —and  without  offence  — 
She's  of  a  price  no  ransom  can  take  hence. 
Not  all  the  knights  in  all  the  christian  lands, 
Should,  all  united,  tear  her  from  my  hands. 

Nerestan. 
What  do  I  hear?  —  yoiLpromigejdJieT^lease— 

Orosmane. 
My  word  is  spoken  —  let  remonstrance  cease. 

Nerestan. 
AndJLusignan  is  also  captive  stilLL 

OiiOSMANE. 

Withdraw  in  silence  — Christian,  'tis  my  will  — 


ZAIRE. 

,    That  air  importunate  my  pride  offends — 
With  mock  humility  presumption  blends — 
Away — and  let  tomorrow's  dawn  no  more, 
Behold  ye  lingering  on  the  Syrian  shore. 

[Exit  Nere&tant 
Fatima. 
Great  God  protect  us !  — 

Orosmane. 

Now,  my  lovely  Zaire, 
Haste  to  the  Harem  —rule  a  sov'reign  there  ; 
The  while  I  go  those  orders  to  compleat, 
Which  are  to  place  thee  on  thy  regal  seat. 

[Exeunt  Zaire  &  Fatima. 
Orosmane.     (to  Corasmin) 
What  means  this  man? — «ifuVd^e~on~Zatre-his 

eye !  — 
His  surchargd  bosom!  —  his  half-smother'd  sigh  ! 
Corasmin. 

Sire,  thou'rt  not  jealous  of  a  christian  slave 

Orosmane. 
I  jealous! — 1 !  —  no,  Corasmin,  you  rave  — 
What ! — make  of  love  a  torment  to  distract? — 
l)ire  pains!  sore  penalties!  from  self  exact7  — 
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ii   HI  ■ 

He  who  suspects  doth  seek  to  bejbetray'd:  M  t2>>  K-t~ 

Invites  his  shame,  and's  oft  with  shame  repaid. 

Our  faith  is  mutual,  and  to  such  extreme, 

We  each,  as  one,  unite  in  like  esteem. 

Our  souls  with  sweet,  with  pure  delight  subdued, 

Exult  in  hope  to  see  those  joys  renew'd. 

Go  then,  make  ready  for  that  happy  hour> 

About  unmingled  ecstacies  to  show'rl 

A  space  111  give  unto  high  state  affairs; 

Aud  of  this  day  the  rest  shall  all  be  Zaire's. 

[Exeunt. 


End  of  AnFrHis  First. 


ZAIRE. 


Act  Second. 

S-<    / 

Nerestan  &  Chatillon  (meeting) 

Chatilion. 
O  gen'rou9  Nerestan !  —  of  slav'ry's  yoke, 
For  many  a  wretch  thy  cares  the  chains  have 

broke. 
Saviour  of  Christians,  whom  a  Saviour  sends  ! 
Receive  the  homage  due  from  captive  friends ; 
To  kiss  thy  hallow'd^hanj&They  now  await, 
In  crowds  assembled  round  the  Harem  gate. 

Nerestan. 
Too  grateful  Chatilion!  curtail  thy  praise  — 
The  sultans  word,  expectant  hope  betrays; 
Yet  had  that  hope  been  realized,  not  one 
Breathes  'mong'st  our  bands,  but  would  as  much 

have  done. 

Chatillon. 

Doubtless  each  Frenchman  (as  thy  deeds  denote) 

Would  to  Religion's  cause  each  nerve  devote: 

The  happiness  that  christian  bosoms  feel. 
Consists  in  giving  all  for  others'  weal ! 
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And  bleat  is  he,  like  you,  whose  virtues  shine 
In  the  discharge  of  duties  so  divine! 
Yet  still  thy  friends,  the  sport  of  adverse  fate! 
We,  downcast  bondmen,  held  in  captive  state! 
Forgotten  in  our  chains,  and  helpless  left! 
Had,  but  for  thee,  of  freedom  been  bereft. 

Nerestan. 
Twas  Heaven's  edict — I  but  play'd  my  part- 
Yea,  God  moved  Orosmane's  awaken d  heart, 
Some  lenity  the  christian  bands  to  show, 
And  lighten  o'er  us  Fate  s  impending  blow. 
But  all  in  vain— a  neutralizing  check, 
Threatens  hope's  promise  in  its  launch  to  wreck; 
For  those,  for  whom  hope's  star  hath  been  our 

guide, 
To  crown  that  promise  are  alas'  denied. 
When  Lusignan  on  lost  Cesareas  plains 
(  Where  still  our  christian  gore  the  herbage  stains! ) 
Was  by  proud  Noradin  a  captive  made, 
Then  God,  to  try  our  faith,  withdrew  his  aid; 
Our  first-fruit's  blossoms  nipping  in  their  bud, 
^  And  drenching  Syria  in  christian  blood! 
But  Zaire  and  I  ^botb  babes)  by  chance  were 

saved  — 
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Yet  now,  when  peril*  for  her  sake  I've  braved; 
Wlien  in  the  rlatt'iing  prospect  of  the  port; 
About  to  lead  her  to  that  shelt'ring  court 
Where  Louis  fixes  virtue's  sojourn  fair, 
She  is  withheld  —  what  do  I  say  ?  —  why  Zaire, 
Yes,  Zaire  herself,  scorns  my  redeeming  hands; 
And  for  a  pagan's  heart  forsakes  our  bands. 
I  call  to  witness  ev'ry  saint  above, 
HeavVs  glory  only  —  pure  platonic  love, 
Prompted  ray  actions  —  Christ's  unspotted  heir, 
Id  vow'd  to  consecrate  the  orphan  fair. 
But  let  her  pass  —a  blow  by  far  more  keen, 
Benumbs  my  senses !  —  chills  with  mortal  spleen !  — 
The  Christian^sjrust,  for  which  my  gage  was  made, 
The  wretched  Christians'  trust's  indeed  betray 'd, 

C  HAUL  LOS. 

Ill  give  for  them  my  liberty,  my  life 

Nfi REST AN. 

O  weak  the  effort!  —futile  human  strife! 
My  lord,  'tis  /  ytifinti-t  whom  they  detain! 
His  ransom  offer'd,  offer'd  is  in  vain. 
This  last  descendant  of  a  warlike  race. 
The  blood  of  noble  Bouillon  form'd  to  grace! 
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m  H  >   ■ 

This  vetVan  hero,  thro'  the  world  renowuM, 
Is  doom'd  to  die  a  slav* j.  in  fetters  hound. 

Chatillov. 
If  thing*  are  thus  your  labor's  lost  and  vain  — 
What  worthless  soldier  would  his  freedom  gain, 
When  still  to  chain*  hi*  chieftain  i*  consigned  — 
Rather  t<>  bondage  let  us  bend  resigned. 
Thou  know'at-not  Lusignan  as  known  to  me  — 
Thank  Heav'n  for  that  beneficent  decree, 
V  hich  placed  thy  birth   tho'  in  this  hostile  clime) 
Long  subsequent  to  that  detested  time, 
That  time  of  blood,  which  still  for  vengeance  calls! 
Wherein  we  saw  these  consecrated  walls, 
(The  conquest  of  our  ancestorial  bands!) 
Fall  into  a  barbarian**  faithless  hands. 
Heavns!  had  ye  this  forsaken  Temple  seen; 
v/The  Tomb  _of  God,  which  worship'd  long  had  been  ; 
Our  mothers,  daughters,  wives,  alike  profaned, 
In  flames  expiring  —  with  dishonor  stain'd  !  — 

And  our  last  king the  thought  my  reason 

stuns!  — 
Slain  o'er  the  bodies  of  his  slaughter'd  sons. 
I*  those  dread  moments,  Lusignan  anew 
Inspired  us,  as  from  rank  to  rank  he  flew; 
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'Amidst  the  crush  of  altars  overthrown; 
Of  victors;  victims  —  heaps  of  dead  unknown  — 
Terrific!  as  one  hand  the  falchion  bore, 
(Soak'd  ev'ry  moment  fresh  in  faithless  gore') 
And  with  the  other,  showing  to  our  eyes 
The  cross,  the  blessed  cross!  salvation's  prize! 
Doubtless  that  Pow'r  inscrutable  around, 
Whose  arm  to  faith  is  e'er  protecting  fouud; 
Spreading  his  shelt'ring  wing  both  far  and  wide, 
Tlie  Christians  did  to  Ceserea  guide: 
Where  the  unanimous  demand  of  all, 
Bade  us  brave  Lusignan  our  Ruler  call. 

,0  Nerestan!  to  check  presuming  pride, 
To  virtue  oft  is  recompense  denied; 
And  therefore  is  it,  we  have  fought  in  vain, 
Our  Saviour's  glory  to  unscath'd  maintain ; 
Jerusalem  still  smoked  —  in  ashes  laid  — 
W  hen,  by  a  recreant  Greek  too  sure  betray'd. 
The  fires  which  Sion's  sacred  walls  consumed, 
To  reach  Cesarea's  battlements  were  doom'd.: 
And  being  thus  obliged  at  length  to  bend, 
Caused  thirty  years  of  strife  to  fruitless  end. 
Then  Lusignan  enchain'd  here  scared  my  sight  — 
Yet  undismay  d  in  trouble  as  in  fight. 


Regardless*  of  Ins  fall,  he  scoruM  the  blow; 
And  melted  only  at  the  cause  for  woe. 
This  father  of  the  Christians,  from  that  day 
Was  held  in  durance  —  in  a  jail  grew  gray  — 
And  fate  ah  !  keener  still  —  yea,  dreadful  lot  1  — 
By  Europe,  and  by  Asia  too  —  forgot !  1 
Then  base  the  man,  who  would  at  such  a  stake, 
Accept  the  freedom  he  must  ne'ei '.partake. 

Nerestan. 
O  none  could  play  so  traitorous  a  part, 
IV hose  bosom  holds-not  a  degen'rate  heart! 
What  hit' rest,  Chatillon,  thy  words  excite  — 
liis  woes  I  knew  —  amidst  them  first  saw.  light  — 
Vet  have  not  harken'4  void  of  new  rc^gret, 
Tho'  years  have  glided  now  since  last  we  met. 
His  jail  and  yours,  with  other  dungeons  nigh, 
Were  the  first  sights  that  struck  mine  infant  eye; 
And,  tho*  in  childhood,  can  remember  well 
l/°  Those  scenes  of  slaughter  whereupon  you  dwell: 
And  that  fiom-out  the  blazing  temple  shorn, 
Some  other  infants  too,  were  rudely  torn : 
Among  whom  numbers  yon  apostate  Zaire, 
Heard  up  by  NoraduYs  paternal  care ; 
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WhojRJra&estranged  from_allJl£CJhn»*'an  race, 
Exchanges  for  false  Mahomet,  Christ's  grace. 

Chatillon. 
Ah  I  oft  'tis  the  result  of  pagan  arts, 
Of  captive  christians  to  seduce  the  hearts; 
And  Heav'n  I  bless,  propitious  to  our  cause. 
Which  snatchd  you  early  from  their  hateful  law*. 
Nay,  even  now,  perhaps  ordains  this  Zaire 
May  by  her  influence  from  bondage  spare 
The  hapless  Lusignan  —wherefore  mistrust 
That  God  from  crime  may  draw  an  action  just? 
The  SultanOrosmane  himself,  bewails 
The  hero's  fate  — passion  too,  oft  prevails — 
If  Zaire  but  craves  the  boon,  his  doting  soul 
Will  scarce  refuse—  all  yields  to  Love's  control! 

Nerestan. 
But  would  great  Lusignan  accept  release 
Through  hands  so  worthless?  — never — therefore 

cease— 
Moreover,  if  he  would,  the  hope  is  vain  — 
An  interview  with  Zaire  we  cant  obtain  — 
W  ill  the  Seraglio  open  at  my  call, 
The  tyrant  jealous  of  his  christian  thrall  ?  — 
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Nay,  even  if  we  met.  that  faithless  dame 
Would  in  my  scornful  ghmr< »s  read  her  shame: 
And  shun  the  blush  thai  must  perforce  arise 
At  one  whose  suit  proclaims  he  doth  despise  f 

Chatillop. 
Vet,  still  be  Lusignan  alone  thy  care..... 

Nerestan. 
Some  one  approaches — Heavens!  it  is  Zaire! 

Enter  Zaire. 

Zaire     (to  Nerestan) 
Most  noble  Frenchman,  by  the  Sultan's  leave, 
With  pwl  come  to  parley — cease  to  grieve  — 
O  chear  my  heart  which  trembles  to  approach. 
And  from  thy  brow  chase  frowns  of  keen  reproach. 
In  hope  and  fear  at  once  I  meet  thy  gaze; 
The  friend,  the  fost'rer,  of  departed  days! 
JJnited  to  each  other  from  the  womb,— 
Afrightful  prison  mark'd  our  infant  doom; 
Loaded  by  fate  with  the  same  weight  of  chains,  ,  ^ 

That  weight  was  lighten'd  by  your  gen'rous  pains. 
Thereafter  'twas  my  lot, to  mourn  thy  loss, 
When  hence  to  France,  the  high-seas  waves  across, 
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By  Orosmane's  permission  late  ye  sail'd, 
To  captives  free,  who  freedom's  boon  bewail'd. 
Again  I  saw  thee,  Nerestan,once  more 
Thyself  a  slave  return  to  Syria's  shore; 
Who  for  my  sake  had  broken  chains  resumed, 
Thy  hopes,  thy  prospects,  to  a  dungeon  doom'd! 
Words  cannot  speak  my  thanks  —  by  deeds  alone 
Must  gratitude  for  such  regards  be  shown, 
tut  all  is  changed  with  Zaire  since  hence  ye 

steer'd  — 
A  Sultan's  fetters  are  no  longer  fear'd  — 
Those  fetters  fasten'd  by  a  hand  so  dear! 
Hold  me  a  voluntary  captive  here. 
I  hitherto  might  speak  more  free  than  now, 
Ko  smiles  then  beaming  from  a  Sultan's  brow: 
Amidst  the  crowd  of  slaves  confused,  I  dwelt 
t-nknown  —  unnoted  —no  fond  lover  knelt  — 
Then  pity  moved  thee,  or  sweet  friendship's  call, 
To  seek  to  loose  me  from  the  bondsman's  thrall : 
But  vain  must  prove  thy  unexampled  care, 
For  blest,  thrice  blest's  the  thrall  of  happy  Zaire! 
Yet  whatsoe  er  ihe  brilliance  of  my  fate, 
Whatever  charm*  on  royalty  await, 
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W  JLcannot  part,  and  bid  a  last  adieu 

To  those  mow  leaving  —  ( least  of  all  to  you 
So  wont  such  constant  kiudness  to  bestow)  — 
Without  past  friendship's  tender  tear-drop's  flow. 
Still,  mindful  of  all  favors  from  my  birth, 
I'll  cherishjiie  remembrance  of  thy  worthj 
Like  you,  misfortune  essay  to  repair, 
ovAnd  guard  the  Christians. with  a  mother's  care. 

Nerestan. 
You  f  —  Zaire  protect  them  ?  —  ^oj^dejerJUheir 

cause— 
And  trample  under-foot  their  sacred  laws ! 

Zaire. 
I  come  to  prove  myself  the  Christian's  friend  — 
To  say,  great  Lusignan's,  afflictions  end  — 
That  he  is  free!  —  I've  gain'd  the  Sultan's  grace;. 
And  now  he  hastes  to  meet  your  own  embrace. 

Chatillon. 
What  do  I  hear!  — O  can  these  words  be  true? 

Nerestan. 
The  Christians  owe  so  dear  a  head  to  you? 

Zaire. 
Yea  —  /presumed  to  ask  the  boon  —  I— -Zaire! 
Jkud  the  indulgent  Sultan. heard  my  pray  r. 
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Nfrestan. 

0  what  emotions  move  my  troubled  soul 

Zaire. 
Keep,  keep  thy  feelings  under  meet  control ; 
Fur  here  comes  Lusignan  —  this  joyful  tear, 
Proclaims  aloud  howJDhristians  still  are  dear? 
I,  like  this  veteran,  have  groan'd  immured; 
And  who  weeps  not  the  woes  by  self  endured? 

NeKESTAxN. 

Great  God!  how  much  I  marvel  thus  to  find, 
Such  grace,  such  virtue,  in  a  faithless  mind. 
Enter  Lusignan, 
led  in  by  many  Christian  Slaves. 

Lusignan.  , 

What  voice  recall  me  from  the  realms  of  death?  — 

1  live  once  more!  —  inhale  HeavVs  vital  breath  ! 
And  these  sad  eyes,  now  dim  with  age,  beholdf  - 
The  dear  companions  of  the  days  of  old. 

O  guide  these  trembling  steps,  broke  down  with, 

woe, 

To  shores  where  liberty  kind  Fates  bestow. 

Chatillon. 

Yea,  sire jhouVt  free !  —  at  yon  fair  lady's  word*" 
At  length  the  Sultan  has  our  pray'r  now  heard. 
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May  Cod  reward  her  for  so  good  a  deed; 
And  send  his  grace  on  those  that  word  has  freed. 
O  blessed  day.'  —  what  dulcit  strains  I  hear!  — 
That  voice  is  Chatillon's! — ah!  draw  more  near  — 
Like  me,  supporter  of  our  fathers'  creed; 
Like  me,  a  martyr  doom'd  therein  to  bleed. 
But  say,  where  are  we?  —  aid  my  feeble  sight, 
Imperfect  render'd  by  long  years  of  night. 

Chatillon. 
This  is  the  palace  our  forefathers  rear'd ; 
Now  Orosmane's  abode,  by  foes  so  fear'd. 

Zairj:.  T 

The  son  of  IVoradin,  now  master  here,  T) 

Can  virtue  cherish  —  none  have  need  to  fear. 
This  noble  Frenchman  —  Nerestan  by  name  — 
Inspired  by  glory's  unextinguish'd  flame! 
W^ntjorth  to  France,  by  Orosmane's  consent, 
To-buy_Qur  freedom  —  nor  in  vain  he  went  — 
He-brings  oujr^ransom ;  but,  boon  yet  untold ! 
Great  Orosmane  declines  the  profer'd  gold: 
Like  Nerestan,  responds  to  honor's  call ; 
And  'gives  the  freedom  gratia  to  us  all ! 


■fc 
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LuSIC.NAN. 

.Ah  f  genVous  foe !  —         ( to  Zaire,  &  Neresta^ ) 
and  no  less  dame  and  knight. 
Thro'  whose  kind  aid  I  once  more  see  the  light ; 
Say  who  you  are?  that  I  may  grateful  kneel, 
And  speak  the  thanks  this  fervent  heart  doth  feel. 

Nekestan. 
My  name  you've  heard,  sire  —  know  then  adverse 

fate 
From  childhood  held  me  here  in  captive  state: 
^      In  i&n&rance  of  who  I  am,  I've  grown ; 

My  birth,  my  parents,  to  myself  unknown. 
The  love  of  daring  prompted  me  to  gain 
Permission  to  go  hence  to  means  obtain 
Sufficient  to  release  ten  hapless  friends  — 
Heavn  smiled  propitious! —  our  long  thraldom 

ends. 
To  Gaul  I  travel'd —  and  was  well  received  — 
The  pious  Louis  my  past  woes  retrieved  — 
In  battles  there,  with  conquests  was  I  blest ! 
And  fortune's  favors  were  that  king's  behest ! 
I  follow'd  to  the  Charente's  bloody  banks, 
Where  the  proud  English  fell  beneath  our  ranks. 


.1! 
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Come  then  and  show  earth's  greatest  potentate, 
A  prince  to.  none,  but  him  alone,  less  great ! 
Paris  reveres  (he  soldiers  of  the  cross,  i 

And  rates  their  absence  an  intrinsic  loss. 

Lusignan. 
In  days  long  past  that  glorious  court  I  knew, 
When  Philippe's  arm  at  Bovine  fortune  drew. 
I've  fought  with  Montmorency—  yea,  and  more— 
With  \leluu  !  and  DEstah.g  !  —  all  bathM  in 

gore — 
With  great  De  Couci  also!  — but  again 
To  hope  to  see  them,  were  presumption  vain ! 
I  totter  on  she  deep-graves  yawning  verge  — 
J£  en  now  methinks  I  hear  Death's  warning  dirge? 
*Tis  from  the  King  of  kings  I  must  receive 
That  high  award  which  will  earth's  ills  retrieve. 
You,  noble  friends,  who  witness  life's  last  cares, 
O  listen  to  a  dying  fathers  jsray'rs  — 
Nerestan  —  Chatillon  —  Lady,  you  whose  tear 
In  these  dread  moments  doth  my  death,couch 

cheer! 

Behold  in  me  a  most  unhappy  sire. .    . . 

Yet, hold  —  let  me  arraign-not  God's  omniscient 

lie, 


32 
ZAIRE. 

■  i  m  i  - 

No  doubt  all  just'  but  time  could  ne'er  assuage, 
Or  wipe  my  sorrows  from  affliction's  page: 
One  lovely  daughter,  and  three  hopeful  boys, 
My  pride !  —  my  glory  —  all  my  earthly  joys !  — 
From  these  paternal  arms  were  rudely  torn ! 
Ah  !  for  such  treasures  could  I  cease  to  mourn? 
Thine  eyes,  (hatillon,  saw  my  doting  wife, 
With  two  of  these  my  boys,  deprived  of  life— 

0  sbades  of  the  departed  !  hear  this  sigh  — 
Dear  pledges  of  my  love !  look  down  from  high, 
To  guard  my  other  angels  left  below, 

And  shield  them  from  a  like  impending  blow: 
My  seraph  daughter,  and  mine  infant  son, 
Were  saved  from  carnage  ere  the  fight  was  done; 
But  saved  alas!  alone  from  bloody  graves, 
To  be  borne  hither  for  the  Sultan's  slaves. 

Chatillon. 
In  all  the  horrors  of  that  great  distress, 

1  hasten'd  with  the  cross  thy  child  to  bless; 
And  was  about  to  sprinkle  on  her  brow, 
The  Holy  Water,  to  new-life  endow, 

When  the  fierce  Pagans  snatch'd  her  from  my 

hands. 
And  gave  her  over  to  the  conqu'ring  bands. 
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Thy  youngest  son  (for  I  could  yield  no  aid) 
Was  als»o  here,  with  her,  by  them  convey'd. 

Nerestan. 
V>  hat  strange  remembrances  my  thoughts  astound  ! 
/in  Cesarea  was  at  that  time  found! 
And  while  a  child  in  woe  or  weal  untaught, 
Was  hither  with  the  bleeding  Christians  brought. 

LUSIGNAN  £ 

(gazing  at  Nereslan  and  Zaire) 
What!  both  in  this  Seraglio  rear'd,  ye  say? —  jf 
O  night's  dark  shades  seem  bright'ning  into  day! 

Great  God !  —  perhaps  mine  aged  eyes  behold 

Madam,  what  ornament  is  that  you  hold?  — 
That  blessed  cross!  — how  long  has  it  been  thine! 

Zaire. 
Sire,  from  my  natal  hour  it  has  been  mine. 
But  wherefore  do  ye  sigh? — what  means  that  tear? 

LUSIGNAN. 

O  deign  to  lend  mine  eye  a  view  more  near  — 
Zaire. 
(approaching  him) 
What  new  emotion  agitates  my  heart?  — 
And  sire,  whence  spriugs  thine  over-joyous  start' 
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LrSIGNAN. 

O  Heav'n!  mine  eyes  i\o  not  betray  my  hope'  — 
Wondrous  and  mighty,  God's  thy  bounty's  scope! 
Yet,  is  it  possible? — yes  —yes — 'tis  so  — 
This  cross,  this  holy  cross!  full  well  I  know  — 
Yea,  dear  lost  emblem!  which  my  murder'd  wife 
Was  wont  to  wear  in  days  of  happier  life! 
And  thou,  sweet  pledge!  which  on  our  union 

smiled ! 
Thou  art  indeed  restored! — my^cJiILdJ —  my  child.! 

[/alls  on  her  neck,  *  t 

ZAIJtE^— — _ 


C 


What  do  I  hear?  —  ha— ^Lusignan  my  sire! 


LUSIGNAN. 

Thou  God!  who  did  upon  this  cross  expire; 

And  now  doth  live  again  for  us,  achieve 

Achieve  thy  purpose  —  thou  can'st  ne'er  deceive— • 

O  prove  me  this  myjspn —  I  cant  mistake  — 

Their  voices,  features,  misconception  break— *" 

Their  sainted  mother,  in  them  stands  confest!  . . . .  • 

Nerestan,  a  scar  is  on  thy  breast?— 

Nerestan. 

(showing  his  bosom) 
Behold  it  sire-^ 
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LUSIGNAN. 

Angels,  sustain  my  joyl! 
Gome  to  my  arms,  my  long  lost  noble  boy  1 
O  day  of  all  the  calendar,  most  blest!  — 
Day,  sanctified  by  God's  benign  behest !  — 
And  yet,  'tis  shaded  by  a  cloud  of  fear; 
A  cloud  thy  breath  alone,  my  Zaire,  can  clear. 
Thou  God  in  rendering  Lusignan  his  child, 
Dost  thou  restore  her  faithful?  —  undefiled? — 


•  ft 

Firm  in  her  duty?  —  in  thy  church  secure?  — 

trut^-believer?  —  zealous ! — changeless !  —  p'ute  f 

O  Zaire,  my  daughter,  gage  of  her  now  fled ! 

Dispel  my  dark  suspicions  —  chase  this  dread— | 

^ay  thouVt  a  Christian  stiH?. —  no  —  wretched  time  i 

Thy  silence  I  translate—O  heinous  crime!      /f 

Zaire. 

JPunish  me  sire —  Zaire  is  a  Mussulman  — 

But  hold  thine  anger  —  spare  mine  ear  thy  banr-* 

Lusignan. 

May  Heaven's  thunderbolt  but  fall  on  me— 

And  God !  with  pity  this  apostate  see! 

O  for  her  father's  sake  restore  her  creed ; 

And  recantation  bid  the  sinner  read. 
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For  fifty  years  I  fought  for  God's  renown ; 
Have  seen  his  armies  fall  —  his  temple  down  — 
And  twenty  more,  have  pass'd  in  dungeons  deep; 
But  still  was  hopeful  —  still  forbore  to  weep  — 
*Tis  now  alone,  when  on  redemption's  brink, 
Despaising,  to  the  grave  I  hopeless  sink. 
O  daughter!  object  of  my  hallow'd  love! 
The  child  of  her,  now  sanctified  above ! 
Know'st  thou,  the  blood  from  whence  thy  lineage 

springs, 
Flows  from  the  veins  of  twenty  Christian,  kings  ? 
All  martyrs  to  the  cross;  who've  died  in  vain, 
If  thou'rt  to  brand  them  with  a  pagan  stain  ! 
Know'st  thou,  that  when  thy  mother  gave  thee  birth, 
Her  sainted  spirit,  from  these  realms  of  earth 
Ascended  '  mid'st  her  blood,  shed  by  brigands, 
Who  since  have  kept  thee  in  their  butcher  hands? 
Thy  murder 'd  brothers  too  —  this  shrinking  eye 
By  the  same  infidels  beheld  them  die! 
But  hark !  —  a  greater  crime  must  stun  thine  ear! 
That  God  thou  dost  desert  died  also  here! 
Died  here  for  all  —yea,  for  thyself  he  died; 
For  thee,  by  whom  his  god-head  is  denied. 
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These  wall?,  this  temple  by  invaders  taVn, 
All  all  announce  to  thee  the  Saviour  slain  ! 
Thou  can'st  not  take  a  step  without  a  proof— 
His  very  tomb  is  neighbour  to  this  roof! 
Yon  mountain  is  the  spot  whereon  he  bled  — 
Tor  thy  salvation  bow'd  his  sacred  head  — 

And  rose  for  thee,  the  third  day  from  the  dead ! 

I  see  thee-shudder  —  droop  thine  eye  — and  B9q[ 

weep— t- 

O'er  thy  pale  brow  I  mark  repentance  creep  — 

I  find  again  the  daughter  I  had  lost  — 

*Twas  but  a  passing  cloud  her  duty  crost! 

Say  but  the  word  — thy  father's  hope  fulfil—  p 

Say  but  the  word 

'  Zaire. 

Yea  —  I'm  a  Christian  still ! !  f. 
^ 

^*^*~—  ..  ,  "** 

Enter  Corasmin. 

1  I 
*. 

CORASMIX, 

(to  Zaire) 
Madam,  it  is  the  Sultan's  strict  command. 
You  quit  immediately  the  Christian  band : 
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(to  the  Christians) 
And  for  you  Christiana. Jiaatea-ttrttTgHtToire  — 
Jerusalem  musLsee-ye  iieie.no  more. 

Chatillon. 
Great  God !  where  are  we  ?  —  what  new  Wow 

confounds!  — 
LustGNAN. 
Fear  not  —  alas!  I  see  that  word  astounds—  I 

(aside  to  Zaire) 
Now  Zaire  my  daughter^  till  we  meet  again 
Swear  this  portentous  secret  to  maintain. 

Zaire. 
1  swear !  — 

Ll'SIGNAN. 

Enough  —  thy  father  then  is  blest!  — 
And  may  high  heav'n  itself  direct  the  test. 

End  of  Act  the  Second. 
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Act  Third. 


Scene  I. 


OROSMANE  &  C'ORASMIN. 


Orosmane. 
You  are  deceived  by  your  own  terrors,  friend—^ 
Louis  hath  other  objects  for  his  end  — 
The  French  now  wearied  with  a  vain  turmoil, 
No  longer%  seek  to  lord  it  o'er  our  soil. 
They'll  quit  fair  Gallia's  fertile  plains  no  more, 
To  languish  on  Arabia's  sterile  shore: 
Nor  come  to  water  with  their  blood  these  palms, 
Their  God  hath  yielded  to  our  victor  arms. 
Their  vessels  may  o'erspread  the  Syrian  sea, 
Hut  there  they  ride,  held  fearless  things  by  me! 


ZAIRE. 

I  hare  advice9  that  they  turn  their  helms, 

And  steer  towards  Egypt's  more  prolific  realm*; 

Against  the  Mamalukes  full  sail  they  go, 

And  threaten  Meledin  my  secret  foe. 

These,  their  dissensions,  do  my  throne  secure; 

Weaken  each  other;  and  my  pow'r  make  sure. 

Since  thus  tin scath'd  I  see  mine  empire  thrives, 

I'd  please  these  Christians'  sovreign  with  their  lives; 

And  send  backLusignan  to  Gallia's  shore. 

That  France  no  longer  may  our  sway  deplore: 

The  man  whose  birth  allies  him  to  the  crown;  ; 

But  greater  render'd  by  his  own  renown! 

The  same  who  thrice  was  conquer'd  by  my  sire. 

And  held,  through  life,  by  him  in  bondage  dire: 

This  hero  then  let  Orosmane  release; 

And  from  this  day  may  persecution  cease ; 

Friendship  and  confidence  thenceforth  arise, 

And  prove  the  merciful  to  be  the  wise. 

Cohasmiw.  " 

Jlis  is  a  name  unto  the  Christians  dear!  — 
A  name  still  fraught  with  danger,  and  with  fear!— • 

Okosmane. 
Forbear  I  prithee  —  for  no  more  disguise — 
Zaire  wish'd  it— he  is  yielded  to  her  sighs. 
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f  On  factious  rumors  of  designs  from  France, 
J  hurt  these  Christians  —  'twas  a  dark  mischance  — 
Such  undue  cruelty,  I'd  fain  repair. 

And  mercy  show  for  reparation  fair 

Howe'er,  no  more  —  these  moments  lost  in  talk, 
Our  nuptials  hinder  —  my  impatience  balk  — 
AH  now  is  ready:  but  my  Zaire  implores, 
Ere  Nerestan  departs  from  Syria's  shores, 
A  secret  interview ...... 

CoRASMlIf. 

A  n  interview !  — 
And  does  not  vainly  for  such  meeting  sue? 

Okosmane. 
No  Corasmin  —  they  were  together  slaves : 
And  Nerestan  with  such  good-faith  behaves, 
'  Twere  hard  my  Zaire  in  this  should  be  denied, 
Since  soon  the  seas  their  fortunes  will  divide. 
But  wherefore  thus  mine  impetus  disown, 
Which  tramples  on  all  laws  for  Zaire  alone! 
Those  Harem  laws,  whose  rigor  I  despise, 
Because  true  virtue  should  above  them  rise ! 
Moreo'er,  I  hold  my  Sythian  fathers'  pride, 
Like  them,  replete  with  a  more  gen'rous  tide ; 
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Scorning  suspicion,  and  unmeet  mistrust, 
Try  those  I  honor  by  a  test  more  just. 
This  Christian,  therefore,  hither  doth  repair— 
Despatch  the  interview — ^bejrm^JZajre. 

[  Exit  Orosmaite. 
E 'titer  Net  es  tan. 

Cokasmin.     (to  Nerest'iii) 
Tarry  a  moment  —  and  cheer-up  thy  brow  — 
'Tis  to  meet  Zaire,  that  thon  art  gnmmn»jl  now. 
<r    "S       r  Exit  Cot  asm  in. 

Nerestan. 
fn  what  dread  perii,  and  what  conflict  dire, 
I  leave  thee  sister  —  demons  round  conspire  — 
O  blest  religion  !  —  Ojraternal  love[— 
Aid  her  ye  seraphims  enthroned  above. 

Enter  Zaire 

By  Orosmane's  permission  I  corne  here: 

But  ah!  dear  sister,  in  what  times  of  fear 

Cod  gathers  ns  together  —  know,  thy  sire 

Lies  ready,  and  still  doubtful,  to  expire; 

Uucertainty  has  poison'd  joy's  sweet  bowl; 

And  late  emotion  overpowerM  his  soul ; 

And  now  exhausted,  ev'ry  source  of  life 
Yields  to  the  agony  of  mental  strife  — 
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He  dies  iu  anguishj  lest  his  daughter  still 
Her  christian  promises  may  ne'er  fulfil. 
**  Zaire. 

Thy  words,  my  brother,  well  may'st  thou  believe, 
Harrow  this  bosom,  doom'd  too  sure  to  grieve! 
My  sire  I  honor,  tho'  but  late  unknown; 
Nor  will  religionr  or  my  blood  disown. 
_  Nerestan. 

But,  sister,  that  religion's  not  yet  thine; 
Its  light,  to  bless  thee,  but  begins  to  shine! 
Torn  from  the  Christians  whilst  in  infant  age, 
Ye  have  not  yet  obtain'd  redemption's  gage; 
That  precious  gage,  to  wash  away  our  sin ; 
Whereby  alone  a  heav'nly  crown  we  win ! 
Swear  by  our  ills  —  by  our  forefathers'  blood - 
(Those  martyr'd  ancestors!  —  that  crimson  flood!) 
$w€»f4kat-3£g_will  this  day  receive  the  rite, 
That  rite  which  saves  us  from  eternal  night! 
And  bid  me  bring  a  priest,  whose  holy  zeal 
Will,  with  baptismal  vows,  salvation  seal. 

Zaire.  


I  swear  it  by  that  God  rfore  whom  I  stand  — 
But  tell  me,  brother,  what  doth  it  demand? 
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■  <»>■ 

Nerestan. 
For  the  false  Mahomet  eternal  hate— 
And  love  for  Christ  at  the  same  endless  rate! 
I'm  but  a  soldier,  and  faith  only  feel; 
But  when  before  the  pious  Priest  ye  kneel. 
He'll  bring  you  joy— -  regenerate  your  heart; 
And  with  the  holy-water  life  impart! 
Remember,  Zaire,  thy  vow — thy  solemn 

oath  — 


Beware  of  calling  down  Almighty  wrath  — 

Get  leave  that  I  may  with  the  Priest  return 

But  ah  !  I  feel  this  crimson  brow  to  burn, 
To  think  of  whom  the  boon  ye  must  obtain  ! 
Good  Heav'ns!  of  Orosmane!  —  a  man  profane!  — 
The  daughter  of  full  twenty  kings  a  slave!  — 
A  slave  to  him  who  doth  their  empire  brave!  — 
'     You,  child  of  Lusignan !  —  a  Christian  born !  — 
]    Jlly  sister  too,  so  prized !  —  O  state  forlorn !  — 
Thou  understand'st  me?  —  is  my  horror  shared?  — 
Great  God !  from  such  an  ontrage  are  we  spared? 

Zarie. 
Ah !  say  on  cruel ! — for  ye  know  not  all  — 
No — nor  my  struggles  —  nor  my  secret  thrall «— 
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CWv 


Have  pity  on'  an  erring  sister's  woe  —    ' 

Who  sighs !  —  who  burns ! pardon  love's 

madd'ning  glow! 
I  am  a  Christian,  and  with  ardor  wait 

flip  holy  haptiqjnjo  crown  that  sfotf>l 

Nor  will  I  prove  unworthy  of  my  sire, 

Myself,  or  you  —  but  what  do  ye  require1 

Speak  out  to  Zaire,  and  nothing  leave  conceal'd  — 

Mine  own  delinquency  stands  forth  revealed  — 

Say,  what's  your  law?  —  what  punishment  deserves, 

A  wretch,  who  tviliingly  a  Paa^an  serves? 

Who  far  from  friends  removed,  in  bondage  kept, 

Has  for  an  Infidel  in  silence  wept; 

^nd  having  won  his  heart;  in  wedlock's  rite 


\Vpuld  fain  her  destiny  with  his  unite ! 


0 


Nerestan. 

What  do  1  hear! — alas!  the  promptest  death 

Zaire. 
Strike  then,  and  make  the  word  Zaire's  dying 

breath ! 
Neressan. 
Who  ?  -i*  you  ?  —  my  sister ! 


y 
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Zaire. 
Call  me  not  that  name  — 
Strike,  Nerestan,  I  say;  —prevent  the  shame! 

Beloved  by  OrosmanevfiUL4iwLLy£s|gn *<M 
And  this  samje^day'G  to  qgo  me  crown  d  his  bride  1 

Nerestan. 
His  bride!  — the  offspring  of  our  Christian  Kings! 
Outrage  on  outrage ! —  most  acute  of  stings !  — 
O  words  of  blasphemy!  —  O  ban-fraught  blow! 

Zaire. 

Then  strike  at  once;  for  Zaire  adores  their  foe! 
Neressan.  — — *■*■"' 

Did  I  but  listen  to  pride's  voice  alone, 
Thy  death,  indeed,  the  forfeit  must  atone; 
And  did  not  God's  commandment  hold  my  hand* 
This  instant,  ere  I  quit  this  heathen  land, 
Into  the  foul  seraglio  would  I  rush, 
Thy  pagan  paramour,  like  thee,  to  crush; 
Then,  to  annihilate  the  dire  disgrace, 
Pierce  mine  own  breast;  and  end  our  hapless  race, 
Heav'ns!  whilst  Lewis  (terror  of  the  vile  !  ) 
Bears  war  and  waste  to  the  affrighted  Nile; 
Whilst  he  comes  hither,  moved  by  holy  calls, 
T  i  God  deliver,  and  restore  these  walls, 
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Zai're.  Zairer  my  sister  L— •  hJH_jy»trnth'rf  nllyi 
Weds  with  a  Paflan  —  dnihjierjfatlji^^ 

0  irmst  1  say  to  Ijisignan  betray 'd, 
H is  daugh ter  sJmJOQ^&lo^Sjitli^jdll 

Zaire. 
Hold,  brother,  hold  —  thy  sister  better  know  — 
She  may,  perhaps,  be  found  no  christian's  foe. 
This  language  terrible  my  bosom  spare; 
Thy  rage,  thy  censure,  is  more  keen  to  Zaire, 
More  cruel  than  the  death  she's  fain  to  chuse ; 
Which,  vet  more  cruelly,  thou  dost  refuse. 
My  hapless  state  o'erwhelms  this  troubled  soul! 
I'm  scarcely  under  reason's  stern  control! 

1  see  you  suffer;  but  /  suffer  more —         /     *■£ 
Rather  than  blame  me,  pity  and  deplore! 

Ah !  would  to  God  that  this  my  christian  blood, 
Had  been  arrested  in  its  infant  bud, 
Ere  it  was  poison'd  by  a  love  profane!    .  ,  .  . 
(  Must  I  so  call  Zaire's  love  for  Orosmane?)    \ 
Forgive  the  trespass ;  ( if  it  trespass  be  ) 
I  was  his  all  —  his  heart  selected  me! 
His  pride,  for  me  alone  I  saw  subdued— 
His  soul,  by  love  of  me  with  grace  imbued — 
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'Tis  he,  who  has  the  Christian's  hope  revived  — 
Thro'  him,  a  dungeon's  gloom  you've  all  survived— 
I  owe  to  him  these  interviews,  moreo'er, 
HI  hich  teach  me  Christ's  religion  to  adore! 
Ah  !  who  could  have  rejected  one,  whose  love 
Shed  benefits,  like  blessings  from  above? 

0  pardon  me,  thou  servant  of  the  cross! 

My  cares,  my  crimes,  my  passion,  my  remorse: 
Repentance  is  a  punishment  more  dread, 
Thau  love  suppres'd,  to  rack  this  wretched  head. 

Nerestan. 

1  pity  thee,  indeed  —  but  still  must  blame 
A  Christian  feeling  so  accursed  a  flame! 
But  Providence,  1  trust,  will  heal  the  sore, 
If  you  but  strive  the  evil  to  get  o'er. 

That  arm,  which  renders  strong  the  most  inert, 
Its  influence,  if  sought,  will  sure  exert: 
Will  yet  sustain  a  reed  by  storms  opprest; 
And  bless  thine  efforts  with  eternal  rest: 
BaptisniaLwwjjjvill  thy  emotions  quell; 
And  snatch  thee  from  the  gaping  jaws  of  Hell. 
Repeat,  confirm,  that  oath  so  lately  spoke ; 
Now  promise  what  ye've  sworn  yell  ne'er  revoke ; 
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Promise  thy  king,  thy  country,  and  thy  .sire, 
(Despite  enticement,  and  unmeet  desire)  /:  , 

Not  to  accomplish  the  impending  rite. 
Before  pontiff  visits  thee  this  night. 
Zaire  dost  thou  promise?  — 

Zaire. 

Yes  —again  I  swear 
To  be  a  Christian,  and  deserve  thy  care. 
Haste  to  my  father — close  his  dying  eyes  — 
Bear  to  his  ear  my  penetential  sighs — 
O  would  that  Zaire,  apostate  Zaire,  unblest! 
To  end  her  torments,  might  sink  first  to  rest! 
Go,  Nerestan,  pronounce  my  last  adieu  ! 

Nerestan. 
Beware  of  proving  to  thine  oath  untrue! 

[Exit  Nerestan. 
Zaire. 
Great  God!  where  am  1?  —  what's  the  oath  I've 

sworn 7  — > 
Do  I  indeed  a  once-seen  parent  mourn  ?.-*• 
Am  I  a  Christian? — is ..conversion  true?,-*- 
Or  am  I,  Orosmane,  s^till  Hnk'd  to  you  ? 
Why  comes  not  Fatima  —  I'm  left  alone, 
With  none  to  aid  me,  or  my  woes  bemoan. 
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Nor  Nerestan,  nor  Lusignan  my  sire. 

Nor  France,  nor  King,  nor  Faith,  can  quench 

Love's  fire— 
No  —all  united,  essay  niust  in  vain  — 

r  Almighty  Love  his  rights  will  still  maintain  I 
Yet,  notwithstanding  ldVeJs feMuring  sigh, 
YduVcriie'l  e'tfic'ts  Zai  re  Vifa  *at!&fy : 
Yea,  Gbk  WHiscient !  to  thy 'la^s ?T  yield ; 
This  breWst  ^rkfst1  JOve  hencefbrwarrl  shall  be 

■ —  steel'd: 

But  grant,  ^h^tfy.^brOsmane  may  fly, 
And  leave  'bis  4fcM<re  in  solitude  to  die. 
Dear  Ortt^Wrfe!  4  lit^fe^hotight  this  morn, 
''^bl^i'^d^^^Hllititlt^^tfUld  ereeve  be  shorn 
Orall  its^l^^hmertts'!--its  bright  array! 
And  *4St ^he^lifeC'of Ihis  auspicious  day. 
That  t  «ho«M  shuirthee !  —  thou,  who  wert  my 

hope! 
Of  eatt*rs  beat itude  the  sum !  —  the  scope ! 
t>  who inspired  thee  with  love's  purest  flame! 
Tint  f  shouUl ^Icecrate  thy  worshiped  name! 
To  see  ihtSi,  tour 'thee,  was  of  bliss  my  goal ! 
Ah!  *weet  was  my  communion  with  /Ay  soul! 
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Thny  to  adore  thee,  was  a  grace  sublime! 
iVW,  to  adore  thee,  is  a  heinous  crime ! 

Enter  Orosmane, 

Orosmane. 
Come  forth,  my  Zai're  —  behold  love's  happy  day — 
The  ardor  of  my  soul  brooks  no  delay  — 
The  buds  of  Hymen  for  thy  lover  bloom ! 
The  sacred  Mosque  is  sweet  with  rich  perfume ! 
The  God  of  Mahomet's  invoked  for  me ! 
My  prostrate  people  homage  pay  to  thee ! 
The  Harems  slaves  thine  elevation  greet! 
Thy  rivals  all,  lay  humbled  at  thy  feet ! 
The  throne,  the  bed,  the  banquet  they  prepare ; 
All  all  for  thee  alone — come  forth,  my  Zaire. 

Zaire. 
Where  shall  I  hide$ — whither  distracted  fly?  — 

Orosmane. 
What  means  my  Zai*  re ?  —  w h y  that  averted  eye? — 

Zaire. 
6  Zai' re !  —  O  wretched  Zai' re !  — 

Orosmane. 

Give  me  thy  hand  — 
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Come,  lovely  Zai're,  «9  chaste  as  thou  art  bland  t 
How  I  delight  to  overcome  that  blush. 

Zaire. 
Hush,  hush,  my  heart — rebellions  scruples, 

hush  — 
Orosmane. 
This  hesitation  renders  thee  more  dear! 
But  wherefore  scruples?  —  thou  hast  nought  to  fear! 
Hallow'd  and  sacred  is  connubial  love! 
Our  passion's  lawful!  sanctified  above! 

Zaire. 
Sustain  me,  Fatima  — 

OR09MANE. 

Alia!  —  aery?  — 
A  shrinking  shudder?  —  a  repulsive  sigh?— 

Zaire. 
These  nuptials  were  extatic  to  my  soul !  — 
I  sought  not  in  them  empire,  or  control!  — 
A  purer  sentiment  my  heart  possest!  — 
In  Orosmane  alone,  his  Zaire  was  blest! 
I  would  have  fled,  united  but  to  thee, 
To  deserts  —  caverns—  yea  from  sea  to  sea-— 
And  apurninprr  for  thy  lovet  e'en  Asia's  throne, 
In  savage  labyrinths,  Elysium  known ! 
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vx, 


But  ah !  tliese  Christians  ....... 

Orosmaxe. 

WliaLarfi  they  to  Zaire  ? 
They've  nought  in  common  to  demand  her  cart! 

Z> -.  //ills)  (rfa 
A  IKE.                                                   ^^T 


Grea^Lusignan,  the  bravest  of  the  brave! 


Totters  this  moment  o'er  a  foreign  grave 

Okosmanr. 
And  why  should  Lusignan,  so  late  unknown, 
Exite  such  int'rest? —  cause  my  Zaire  to  groan  ? 
Should  an  old  man  who  sinks  beneath  his  years, 
Draw  forth  from  thee,  these  bitter  sighs  and  tears? 
Thou  art  no  christian  to  lament  his  fall ! 
But  long  a  mussu  1  man,  and  wont  to  call 
On  Mahomet,  (the  Prophet  of  my  sires) 
Whose  holy  creed  thine  actions  good  inspires ! 
The  gentle  pity  which  so  moves  thy  breast, 
On  such  a  day  as  this  should  be  represt; 
Then  bid  each  care  in  Lethe's  stream  be  drown'd, 
This  day  which  sees  our  halcyon  wishes  crownM ! 

Zaire. 
Ah !  if  you  love  me  —  if  J  e'er  was  dear 

Okosmane. 
If  I  do  love  thee !  —  what  words  meet  mine  ear !  a*3 
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Orosmanb. 

y^ 

Zaire. 

L 

Orosmane. 

Gods !  —  do  I  hear  aright  ?  — 
Zaire. 

0  it  distracts  me  to  repel  his  love  — 

1  dare  not  face  his  frown  —  help!  saints  above — ■ 
Let  me  fly  hence,  to  hide  in  some  deep  lair, 

] My  oath !  —  my  secret!  —  and  my  mad  despair! 

r    -\       \  Zaire  rushes  out. 
Orosmane. 
Her  words  have  struck  me  dumb  —  my  frozen  sense 
Refuses  to  express  my  soul's  offence  — 
Was  it  to  me  she  spoke?  —  what  can  she  mean  ?  — 
She  flies  me  !  — was  it  Zaire  ?  —too  dreadful  scene! 
I  (Enter  Corasmin.) 

O  Corasmin?  whence  springs  this  sudden  change! 
She's  gone,  and  unexplain'd's  her  conduct  strange. 

Corasmin. 
You  cause  that  grief  of  which  ye  now  complain; 
A  heart  you  do  accuse  wherein  you  reign. 
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OliOSMANE, 

Why  then  those  tears,  those  sorrows,  and  that 

flight?  — 
That  mortal  woe  which  bids  her  shun  my  sight? 

Perhaps  this  Frenchman no  —  perish  the 

doubt ..... 
Yet  light  appears  from  darkness  to  burst  out  — 
In  vain  would  I  repress  my  late  mistrust  — 
Hesigh'd! — he  wept!  —  yea,  my  suspicion's  just! 
Must  I  then  tremble  lest  a  love  like  mine, 
2ai're,  for  a  Christian's,  would  in  sooth  decline? 
Speak,  Corasmin,  thou  could'st  her  visage  see 
When  she  rush'd  forth  so  franticly  —  speak  free  — 
Hide  from  me  nothing  —  am  I  not  deceived?  — 
Thou'rt  silent— can  such  baseness  be  believed ! 
Corasmin. 

'Tis  true  .indeed,  her  eye  a  tear  let  fall 

Orosmane. 


Enough — it  fell  for  him /—  all's  clear — all  —  all  — 
Yet,  can  I  be  reserved  for  such  affront?  — 
Yea,  Zaire  does  seek  mine  eagerness  to  blunt !  — 
Still,  had  she  sought  my  senses  to  delude, 
Emotion,  would  by  art  have  been  subdued. 
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No,  (  oasmin  —  let  both  of  us  beware 

Iti  ought  to  censure,  or  suspect  rny  Zaire 

And  yet  again,  ye  say  hpgroap'Q  —  wppt —  sigh'd? 

Hell !  if  he  did  —  his  suit  might  be  denied  — 

\Y  hat  doth  import  to  me  his  sighs,  or  tears? 

E  en  tho'  he  loves,  how  vague  my  worthless  fears  — 

V^  hy  should  I  question  a  disloyal  wight, 

Who  sails,  ere  morn,  for  ever  from  her  sight. 

Corasmin. 
Have  you  not  granted  ( in  our  law's  disdain) 
That  he  this  night  may  visit  her  again? 

Orosmane. 
Yes,  I  have  granted  it  —  but  he  shall  die  — 
I'll  rive  him  piecemeal!  —  ay,  before  her  eye!— * 
M  ith  his  vile  blood,  her  viler  blood  confound  — 

No  bridle  shall  my  vaunting  fury  bound 

Now  hold,  wild  transports  of  my  raging  soul ! 
Your  effervescence  let  cool  thought  control  — 
But  how  restrain  the  workings  of  this  heart*  — 
'Twas  firy  born  —  it  loves — and  feels  a  smart! 
I  know  its  temper,  and  its  weakness  fear  — 
'  Tis  too  much  to  suspect  one  held  so  dear! 
To  shameful  ignominy  I  descend  — 
My  Zaire  to  base  deception  ne'er  can  bend. 
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■  <  m  »  m 

Are  then  her  actions  guided  by  caprine1  — 


And  shall  I  hear  with  whims  that  may  increase?  - 

And  let  her  give  and  take  her  faith  at  will, 

As  she  may  choose  to  render  good  or  ill? 

No  —  o'er  myself  my  empire  I'll  resume; 

Rigor  shall  lord  it  in  indulgence'  room ! 

I'll  spurn,  forget  the  very  name  of  Zaire-— 

Make  the  Seraglio  alone  my  care  — 

Bid  terror  reign  within  my  palace  walls; 

And  slavery  return  to  freedom's  halls  — 

The  ancient  customs  of  an  eastern  king, 

Back  as  a  model  for  my  Harem  bring; 

And  revelling  amongst  the  fair,  let  fall 

A  glance  ofioj^ojipit^  on  them  all : 

That  dang'rous  sex  which  o'er  man's  will  would 

sway, 
May  rule  in  Europe,  but  must  here  obey  ! ! 

[Exeunt, 

End  op  Act  the  Third. 

0. 

r  o 


58 
ZAIRE. 


Act  Fourth. 


Scene  I. 


Zaire  &  Fatima. 


Fat  ima. 
It  is  the  Christian's  God  inspires  thy  soul 
To  break  the  bonds  that  would  thy  jumi control. 

Zaire. 
How  shall  I  e'er  such  fatal  off'ring  make? 
How  my  fond  vows  of  constancy  forsake? 

Fatima. 

0  ask  of  Heaven  but  the  aid  it  owes 

To  one,  whose  breast  with  Christ's  religion  glows ' 

Zaire. 
Ne'er  stood  I  in  such  need  of  its  support  — 

1  shun  its  sentence,  while  its  grace  I  court. 
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Fatima. 
The  Saviour  uorship'd  will  assist  yon  still; 
Maugre  his  rites  the  Priest  may  not  fulfil : 
Yea,  tho'  forbid  to  pass  these  ports  profane, 
His  pray 'rs  and  thine  will  not  be  said  in  vain. 

Zaire. 
O  I  have  stab'd  my  Orosmane's  kind  heart, 
With  foul  ingratitude's  empoisoifd  dart! 
Ah!  Fatima,  what  outrage  dread  I've  done, 
To  that  fond  lover  whose  true  faith  I'd  won. 
Inscrutable  are  thy  decrees,  great  God! 
But  why  thus  smite  me  with  affliction's  rod? 
Is  it  because  I  should  have  been,  too  blest, 
Ifsuffer'd  to  accomplish  love's  behest7 

Fatima. 
What!  dost  thou  still  regret  those  ties  of  shame? 
After  thy  victory,  the  conquest  blame? 

Zaire. 
Ah !  woful  victory!  —  ah  !  virtue  cold  !  — 
By  words  my  sacrifice  can  ne'er  be  told!  — 
That  love  so  puissant !  —  that  charm  of  life. 
With  all  of  earth's  felicity  so  rife! 
Had  scarce  in  nil  its  quenchless  ardor  burst, 
Before,  by  God's  anathema,  'twas  curst! 
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I  offer  to  my  God  my  cruel  wound '  — 

To  disappointed  love  my  hymn's  attuned?  — 

I  water  with  n>y  guilty  tears  this  part, 

Once  how  beloved !  —  now  hateful  to  my  heart ! 

A  double  sense  has  each  repentant  sigh  — 

Weeping  and  penitent,  in  vain  I  cry, 

•*  Pluck  my  vows  from  me, "  for  the  vows  I  mean, 

Are  those  which  do  my  wishes  intervene. 

That  form,  so  cherish'd !  and  which  now  I  see, 

Rises,  and  stands  between  my  God  and  me. 

Why,  race  of  kings,  from  whom  they  boast  I  spring, 

And  Thou,  above  them  all,  Heav Vs  martyr'd  King  F 

All  who  denounce  this  rite  a  daemon  deed. 

Why,  but  in  mercy,  was  it  not  decreed, 

I  had  died  innocent?  — would  that  dear  hand 

Had  closed  these  eyes  at  thy  severe  command : 

But  no  —  whilst  between  life  and  death  I  strive, 

He  flies  me!  scorns  me!  and  I  still  survive! 

Fat  i  ma. 
Forget  not,  thnn  art  God's  childf  and  obey : 
Ay,  God's  child  bom!  —  an  heir  to  endless  day! 

Zaire. 
And  wherefore's  not  my  lover  God's  child  too?-— 
Is  Orosmane  his  victim?  —  one  so  true!  — 
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Can  God  abhor  a  heart  (  whate'er  his  race) 

Kind!  lib'rali  just! —  replete  with  ev'ry  grace S     y  K 

Could  greater  virtues  Orosinane  adorn, 

Had  he  been,  like  ourselves,  a  Christian  born? 

The  Priest  may,  peradventure,  yet  arrive 

The  chance  still  keeps  my  sinking  soul  alive  — 

A  secret  something  whispers,  thro'  his  zeal 

Hijjh  Heav'n  some  compact  for  my  help  may  seal. 

• 

Alas!  I  know  not,  but  yet  dare  to  hope 
That  God,  whose  clemency's  beyond  all  scope, 
May  not  prohibit  (to  spread  Gospel  light) 
Of  Orosmane  &  Zaire  the  nuptial  rite: 
Perhaps,  by  raising  me  to  Syria's  throne, 
The  christian-creed's  to  be  dispersed  and  shown  : 
Thou  know'st,  great  Saladin,  that  mighty  chief, 
Whose  conquests  caused  our  country  all  this  grief; 
Who  ravish'd  Jordan's  empire  from  my  sire, 
And  roused  this  quenchless  flame  of  vengeful  »re; 
But  yet,  who  spared  so  many  from  the  tomb, 
Was  issue  of  a  Christian  mother's  womb ! ! 
Fat  i  ma. 

Ah !  see  ye  not,  that  to  console  your  mind 

Zaiue. 
Hold  —  I  see  all  — tho'  weak,  I  am  not  blind -r-*   0 
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>e  Lusignan  deplore — 
B/ly  heart,  mine  Qrosmanft  must  Still  adore  — 
My  wishes  with  my  pledges  past  compete  — 
Alas!  I'm  fain  to  fall  before  his  feet, 
Confess  my  secret  —  my  conflicting  state  — 
And  sue  for  pardon  for  my  trespass  great. 

Fat  iMA. 
Remember,  Zaire,  your  brother  't  would  undo: 
Who  (with  the  Christians )  rests  alone  on  you. 
Moreover,  you*d  God  thereby  betray— and  break 
The  solemn  promise  given  for  his  sake. 
However  kind  proud  Orosmane  may  be, 
His  iaiik_ajiaLyojjj»^afl~ft^^ 
The  more  he  loves,  the  less  could  he  endure, 
Your  paying  homage  which  he  deems  impure. 
A  fearful  malediction  then  awaits. 
Your  daring  to  announce  the  God  he  hates. 
Howe'er,  the  Priest  unseen  will  soon  appear  — 
A  slave  I've  whisper'd  to  conduct  him  here: 
Thy  6ecret  promise  until  ttieci  preserve. 

Zaire.  [Exit  Falima, 

Yea,  Fatima,  God's  grace  I'll  still  deserve! 
Altho'  to  probe  my  bosom  to  the  core, 
By  doing  so,  1  may  be  loved  no  more. 
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Enter  Orosmaue 
OilOftMANE. 

Madam,  there  was  a  time,  my  captive  soul 
(Not  blushing  to  be  under  loves  control ) 
Made  it  a  boast  to  languish  in  your  chains, 
Those  silken  fetters,  wrought  by  am'rous  pains! 
I  thought  myself  beloved  — and  at  thy  feet 
A  master's  sighs  might  hope  returns  to  meet: 
But  think  not,  therefore,  like  a  doting  fool 
Fond  Orosmaue  will  prove  caprice's  tool ! 
'[hlilwomid^dcruelly,  I  yet  disdain 
To  rail  in  loud  reproaches — or  complain  — 
I'm  formed  too  proud,  albeit  somewhat  fierce, 
To  condescend  a  breast  once  loved  to  pierce. 
I  ask  no  reason  whence  the  outrage  springs, 
Content  in  silence  to  spurn  jealous  stings. 
.Madam.  'tis  done —  another  shall  ascend 
That  throne,  which  did  thy  scornful  step  attend; 
Another,  \^ho  from  thy  mistake  will  learo 
TorajuefwvorSj  you  could  not  discern. 
Know,  I  prefer  thy  loss;  and  far  away 
To  die  distracted;  or  a  maniac  stray; 
Than  to  possess  thee,  if  it  costs  thy  heart 
A  single  sigh,  not  breath'd  upon  my  part. 
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Zaire. 
O  God!  Great  God!  sole  witness  of  my  woe! 
Thou  who  take'st  from  me  all  the  joys  I  know! 
In  pity  now  sustain  my  mind  dismay'd — 
Iu  vain  I've  struggled  —  wrestled  —  essay'd  — 

pray'd  — 
Ah !  Orosmane,  since  fate  divides  our  hands 

Orosmane. 
It  does  so,  madam:  at  your  own  commands! 
"Fis  true,  I  idolized  ~  feel  anguish  dire  — 
That  I  renounce  you  —  that  you  so  desire  — 

That  under  other  law9 Zaire ! dost  thou 

weep? 
What  means  this  trouble?  — this  emotion  deep? 

Zaire. 
That  I  must  lose  thee,  well  too  well  I  know  — 
My  cruel  lot  has  struek  that  fatal  blow ! 
But  notwithstanding,  Orosmane  beware 
To  think  for  losing  regal  rank  I  care:  -, 
May  Gods  eternal  curse  light  on  this  head, 
|£ougtrt-  but  losing  </*<■*,  is-4KhaLLolread. 

Orosmane. 
Then,  dost  thou  love  me? 
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Can 'it  thou  ask  indeed  !  - 
Else,  wherefore  should  this  wounded  bosom  bleed  | 

Okohmane. 
What  paradox !  —  I  cannot  understand  ?  — 
Yojjjove3ie1_andjfoii  yet  reject  my  hand? 
O  why  a  heart  so  faithful,  and  so  fond, 
( Tf  thine  own  heart,  doth  to  that  heart  respond  ) 
Thus  force  thyself  remorselessly  to  tear' 
Yet  hold,  blind  censor!  —  I  too,  in  despair 
Fancied  I  had  more  influence  o'er  my  soul! 
But  no  —  my  Zaire's  still  mistress  of  the  whole! 
Said  I,  another  should  ascend  thy  throne? 
Ah!  little  unto  self,  was  self  then  known- 
EflLrdon  my  rage  —  it  maddens  to  reflect—- 
Pardon  the  anger  I  did  bul-aflect : 

0  bid  those  words  remember'd  be  no  more; 

1  must,  to  all  eternity,  adore! 

Still,  whisp'ring  tell,  from  whence  thy  qualms  arose, 

To  ruffle  rudely  Orosmane's  repose? 

Why  cast  upon  my  faith  a  doubtful  slur, 

And  wish  our  promised  nuptials  to  defer? 

Could  it  be  levity  —  or  playful  freak?  — 

No— thou'rt  above  all  artifice  —  then  speak, 
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Say,  what  induced  thee?  — do  not  hide  thy  face  — 
Nor  turn  aside —  nor  shun  my  fond  embrace  — 
But,  with  relenting  words,  redeem  the  past; 
And  let  no  longer,  clouds  our  joys  oercast. 

--Zaire. 
Stop—  *tia_the  knowledgejhoucanst  ne'er  be  mine, 
that  overpow'rrthis  heart  so  truly  thine. 

Okosmane. 
Good  Heav*n !  explain  thyself —why  silent  still? 

Zaire. 
Silence,  alas!  foJGod's  almighty  will. 

Orosmane. 
What  secret  3trange,  dost  thou  conceal,  my  Zaire! 
Ajgain st  me  to  conspire  do  Christiansjdare ? 

Am  I  betray 'd  ? 

Zaire. 
O  they  betray  ye  not?— 
My  sorrows  are  mine  own  unhappy  lot! 
Permit  me,  trembling  at  thy  feet,  to  ask 
One  only  grace— ah!  sad  revolting  task  I 

Permit ...... 

Orosmane. 
Command !  —  e'en  tho'  ye  ask  my  life? 
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O'erpowYd  by  agony,  by  menlaLstrife^ 
Permit  then,  Orosmane,  the  boon  I  crave 
To  pass  this  day  alone;  of  grief  the  slave ! 
Fain,  with  a  steady  eye,  I'd  view  my  fate  — 
Tomorrow  thou  sltalt  know  mv  hapless  state. 

[Exit  Zaire, 
Enter  Cormsmin. 

Orosmane. 
O  Corasmin!  I  know  not  what  to  think  — 
Now  buoy'd  on  hope  —  in  fear  now  like  to  sink  — 
The  more  I  see,  the  less  can  I  conceive 
The  hidden  cause  that  bids  my  Zaire  to  grieve. 
Raised,  by  my  tenderness,  to  Syria's  throne; 
Couch'd  on  the  lap  of  love;  and  yet  to  groan? 
Her  eyes,  tho'  languishing,  in  tears  were  drown'd  — 
Her  panting  bosom  heaved,  whene'er  I  frown'd — 
Her  soul  was  twenty-times  upon  her  tongue. 
And  nearly  from  her  lip,  her  secret  wrung. 
The  heart  of  Zai' re's  too  open  for  deeeit ; 
With  simple  naivete  it  beams  replete ! 
If  false,  her  breast  must  own  art's  darkest  spot, 
To  show  such  passion,  and  to  feel  it  not. 
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Enter  Meledor* 

'Mkledok. 
This  Note,  by  stealth,  to  Z^i're  they  would  convey  , 
1  bring  it,  sire,  to  hand  without  delay. 

Okosmane. 
Who  brought  it,  sir?  — 

Meledor. 
That  Christian,  sire,  whose  chain 
Was  recently  struck  off — he  sought  to  gain 
A  furtive  entrance  to  the  Harem's  halls — ■ 
But  now  lies  bound  within  our  prison  walls. 

CORASMIN. 

That  note  will  solve  the  mystery,  I  trust; 
And  all  suspicion  unjust  prove  —  or  just  — 

Orosmane. 
I  shudder !—  a  presentiment  foretells 
Fix'd  is  my  fate  —  my  bosom  boding  swells  — 
Yes,  friend,  ihjsjataj^letter  will  decide 
The  goodjpr  ill,  on  fortuWs_waY'ring  tide. 

(reads) 
*'  The  time,  dear  Zaire,  so  mindful,  has  arrived  — 
"  A  secret  issue  by  the  Mosque's  contrived, 
•'  Whereby  unseen,  unheard,  you  may  deceive 
•'  Those  who  observe  you;  and  our  fears  relieve  — 
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•'  All  must  be  hazarded—  each  risk  be  run  — 
'*  There  1  await  —  if  faithless,  we're  undone!  ** 

O  horror!  horror!  — 

CORASMIN. 

This  foul  treatment,  sire, 
Ought  to  extinguish  love's  dc lusive  fire. 

Orosmane. 
Black,  black  ingratitude !  —  return  how  base !  — , 
Go  to  her  instantly— show  to  her  face 
This  scrawl  accurs'd!  which  proves  her  all  a  lie  ! 

^nd  with  a  thousand poigrjLarjis_leiJiexjdie- 

Yet  hold  —  forbear  to  strike  —  tarry  awhile  — 
I'll  first  confront  her  with  this  Christian  vile  — 
But  is  it  true ?  —  no  — '  tis  some  fearful  dream  — 
Zaire  cannot  be  the  wretch  she  here  doth  seem  — 
Still,  still,  the  damning  fact's  before  mine  eye-4- 
/Her  secret  stands  reveal 'd— well  might  she  fly  — 
-1  he  sighs  which  overpowYd  her  faithless  heart, 
Were  for  another — or  to  hide  her  art! 
The  mask  has  fallen  —  O  abhorrent  day !  — 
Her  tears,  her  struggles,  were  but  to  betray. 

Corasmin. 


b 
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Her  perfidy  design 'd  you  for  a  jlupe ! 
Then  ne'er,  great  Sultan,  condescend  to  stoop 
To  mourn  a  recreant  slave!  —  this  seeming  cross, 
Has  saved  your  honour ?  —  why  lament  her  loss.' 

Orosmane. 

There's  Nerestan !  whose  mind  I  held  so  great, 
That  his  rare  virtues  none  could  over-rate! 
How  fain  was  1  to  emulate  his  zeal; 
Fearing,  forsooth,  less  generous  to  feelt 
He  shall  pay  dearly  for  his  foul  deceit; 
Tho'  Zaire's,  a  thousand  times,  the  fouler  cheat! 
Yet  will  I  see  her  —  fly  to  bring  her  here  — 
Yes,  Zaire!  now  .hateful!  who  was  late  so  dear! 

Corasmin. 
Great  Monarch,  in  this  frantic  state  of  mind, 
How  can  ye  words  of  meet  expression  find? 
O'ercome  by  trouble,  either  mute  despair, 
Or  fond  reproaches  will  give  arms  to  Zaire. 
Your  captivated  heart,  dispelling  doubt, 
V  ill  proofs  pervert,  excuses  to  find  out 
To  speak  her  pardon;  confident  again, 
Her  bosom's  free  from  art's  deceptive  stain. 
Let  roe  advise  ye  then  —  convey  this  note, 
In  secret  to  the  dame  to  whom  lis  wrote : 


r 
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You'll  thus,  in  spite  of  fraud,  and  of  disguise, 
Uiiyeil  her  infamy  before  her  eyes ; 
For  should  she  to  the  rendezvous  repair, 
It  will  a  dark  intrigue  mm  doubt  declare. 

Orosmane. 
Dost  thou  then  really  think  my  Zaire  untrue  I 

Corasmin. 
She  must  be  so,  to  Nerestan,  or  you  \ 

Orosmane. 
Come  what  come  may,  I'll  put  her  to  the  proof 
Ere  she  hath  time  to  fly  this  Harem's  roof. 
Go,  M6l6dor,  bid  her  again  appear; 
But  silence  keep  of  all  now  passing  here. 

f  Exit  Meledor. 
Love's  last  fond  effort  shall,  tho'  vain,  be  tried. 
Of  Zaire  the  faith  or  falsehood  to  decide, v.... 
Yet  no  —  should  /,  from  her  ex  am  pie, /gig*/ — 
Assume  false  calmness?  —  my  just  rage  restrain?— 

(to  Corasmin) 
N» — take  this  letter,  fatal  to  all  three ! 
Alike  to  Nerestan  ?  —  to  Zaire !  —  fo-inej —       i  A 
Haste  —  stop  her  coming  —  let  these  eyes  no  more 
See  what  at  o«»cetbey  hate  so^  and  adore ! 

re- Enter  Zaire 
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I 

Zaike. 

What  is  your  will?  —  alas!  what  sudden  cause, 
Back  to  your  presence,  love's  lost  victim  draws? 

Orosmane. 
I  have  reflected  madam  —  and  our  fate, 
One  word  of  yours  alone,  must  regulate  — 
It  may  be,  at  thy  footstool  when  I  sued. 
My  suit  excited  merely  gratitude: 
Vour  heart  each  moment  by  your  sultan  sought, 
Subdued  by  kindness,  might  think  love  was 

wrought. 
*Tis  time  I  read  thy  secrets  yet  untold ; 
Your  bosom's  deepest  cells  you  must  unfold ; 
lis  scruples,  doubts,  or  fears,  'tis  meet  I  know; 
To  one  betroth'd,  you  this  avowal  owe. 
If  then  some  other  love  you've  dared-not  name, 
O'ercomes,  or  even  balances  my  flame, 
Confess  it  openly—  for  you  I  live  — 
Make  but  the  sacrifice;  and  I'll  forgive. 

Zaire. 
And  dost  thou  really  speak  such  words  tome? 
To  me!  thou  cruel!  outraged  thus  by  thee! 
Alas!  too  dearly  am  I  doom'd  this  day, 
The  forfeit,  in  grate!  of  my  love  to  pay. 
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This  heart  had  braved  thee,  had  it  loved  thee  not  — 
For  thee,  to  God  my  duty  I  forgot!  — 
Here,  I  fear  nothing  but  my  hapless  flame  — 
In  that  alone,  is  wretched  Zaire  to  blame! 
Impute  it  but  to  thai,  I  condescend 
In  vindication,  wounded  thus'  to  bend. 
I'm  ignorant  if  Heav'n,  treach'rous  still!  ,^_ 
To  take  thee  from  me,  hath  pronounced  its  will ; 
But  be  what  may,  I  on  mine  honor  swear, 
(  Which,  like  my  love,  no  slur  did  yet  impair) 
That,  now  to  choose  were  I  but  render 'd  free. 
The  earth's  sole  monarch  I'd  resign  for  thee ; 
For  thee  alone,  wert  thou  the  slave  I'm  styled ; 
And  /  of  Syria  queen  —  thy  father's  child ! 
Then  know  me  better — hear,  repeated  told. 
The  tale  thy  Zaire  still  blushes  to  unibld ; 
Yea,  that  in  secret^  whilst  unmark'd  she  dwelt, 
All  since  acknowledged,  was  spontaneous  felt. 
Alas !  I  sigh'd,  before  thine  offer  came 
To  justify  mine  inadvertent  flame: 
High  Heav'n  can  vouch,  and  Angels  witness  be, 
lu  ought  if  guilty,  it  is  love  for  thee! 
Okosmane. 
{aside) 
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O  black  hypocrisy  !  —  thou  perjured  dame! 
Here,  in  this  hatid,  I've  witness  of  thy  shuiiit}* 

( to  Zaire  ) 
You  say,  you  love  me ?  — 

Zaire. 
And  I  say  too  true  ! 
Can  such  a  question  come  to  Zaire  from  you? 
But  whence  this  rage  ?  — these  angry  words  I  hear? 
Words  meet  to  deafen  my  astounded  ear ! 
Why,  why  such  fearful  glances  dost  thou  dart, 
To  sear  and  paralize  my  tortured  heart? 
In  speaking  of  fond  love's  effusions  warm, 
You  freeze  me  with  wild  fury's  threatening  storm! 
Ah  me!  you  doubt  my  faith?  — 
Okosmane. 

I  doubt  it  not  — 
Madam,  withdraw—  [Exit  Zaire- 

( to  Cor  asm  in  ) 

O  wretched,  wretched  lot ! 
And  the  keen  measure  of  my  woes  to  fill, 
Tranquil  in  crime,  sjie's  false  with-sweetness-*tilj ; 
Conceals,  with  seeming  candor,  her  deceit ; 
And  proof's  own  test,  doth  almost  half  defeat. 
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COUASMTN. 

Sire, Can  you  longer  sigjh  for  one  whose  charts 
But  lure  so  banefully  to  embryo  harms? 

Orosma.me. 
O  Corasmin  !  I'm  smitten  more  and  more  — -L 
Enamour  d  blindly—  madly  still  adore! 

Co  K  ASM  IN. 

Good  heav'ns  sire !  — 

OitOSMANE. 

I  see  a  ray  of  hope, 
Which  Zaire  to  justify  affords  some  scope; 
Till8  odious  Christian,  native  born  of  France, 
Is  young'  presumptuous  ! — it  may  be,  by  chance 
She's  shown  him  favor;  and  therefrom  he  draws 
The  inference  perhaps,  that  lave'sJbe_cause. 
'Tis  easy,  doubtless,  to  be  so  deceived. 
For  passion's  whispers  are  too  soon  believed. 
We're  ignorant  if  both  in  concert  act  — 
By  ruse  must  therefore  ascertain  the  fact; 
To  which  elicit,  could  we  find  Truth's  glass, 
My  Zaire  unscathM  might  through  th  ordeal  pass. 
She  hath  not  seen  this  ignominious  scrawl, 
Which  tells  but  circumstanttalty  their  thrall ; 
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■  i»« 

Let  M61edor  convey  it  to  her  hand  — 
And  then,  forthwith,  obey  my  strict  command : 
As  soon  as  Ni^ht  shall  in  her  darkling  cloud, 
The  crimes  of  man  imperviously  shroud; 
Release  this  Nerestan  —  bid  him  go  free  — 
But  secretly  let  watch'd  his  pathway  l)e: 
He'll  seek  to  meet  her  —  in  his  own  lair  caught, 
Seize  him  again;  and  hither  have  him  brought. 
But,  as  you  dread  my  endless  frown,  beware 
To  offer  violence  in  ought  to  Zaire, 
Should  she  to  the  curst  rendezvous  repair. 
Leave  her  at  liberty;  for  to  excess, 
Despite  delinquencies,  I  love  no  less. 
You  see  my  folly  —  of  it  I'm  ashamed  — 
Yet,  howsoe'er  my  weakness  may  be  blamed, 
My  rage  so  strengthens,  the  impatient  elf, 
Thro'  smother'd  fury,  mak^s  me  fear  myself. 

[  Exeunt  Sever ally. 

End  of  Act  the  Fourth. 
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Act  Firm 


Scene  I, 


Orosmake,  &  Corasmiw. 

OuOSMANE. 

The  Note's  despatch'd —  bat  will  she  then  appear? 
The  ingrate!  can  she  dare  to  meet  him  here7 
Go,  intercept  her  answer  to  this  knave, 
By  Meledor,  that  despicable  slave ! 
u"    Whom,  tho'  I  use  to  penetrate  art's  ways, 
0  ^■°jrl  scorn,  because  he  confidence  betrays! 


I  loathe,  yet  long  to  read  what  she'll  indite 

But  hark !  —  her  footstips  echo  thro'  the  night  — 
.  Away,  away  —  portentous  wafts  the  air  — 
Let'»  hide  my  love!  my  fury!  my  despair! 

[  Exeunt. 
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Winter  Zaire  &  Fatima, 
Zaire. 
VVho  shall  console  me  in  this  dire  dismay1  — 
Ah !  who  direct  me  thro'  doubt's  darksome  way?  — 
The  Harem's  closed  —  Great  God  !  —  but  who  was  he 
Came  here  so  late?  —  my  brother? —  it  might  be-"— 
Perhaps  he  had  some  hidden  entrance  found  — 
And  to  confirm  my  wav  ring  faith  was  bound. 
Enter  Meledor. 

MELEDOR. 

This  billet  placed  by  stealth  within  my  hands, 
Is  sent  by  one,  who  waits  your  prompt  commands. 

[  Zaire  reads. 
Fatima, 
(aside,  while  Zaire  is  reading) 
Look  down,  immortal  Jesus'  from  above. 
And  aid  her  to  o  ercome  thisjmpious  love. 

Zaire,  (to  Meledor) 
Withdraw  awhile,  a  space  —  but  tarry  near  — 
Attend  my  call  —  and  instantly  be  here. 

$C  H         [  Exit  Meledor. 
(to  Fatima) 
Con  o'er  this  letter  —say,  what's  meet  to  do?  — 
I'd  guided  be.  by  Nerestan,  and  you. 
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■  ■ i>i ' 

Fatima, 
Take  rather,  madam,  Cod  to  be  your  guide, 
M  hose  Angel  now  stands  beck'ning  at  your  side; 
iLi&Jioti Nerestani  but<  hkist  who  calls, 
Aud  bids  ye  fly,  this  night,  tbese  fotaTwalls. 

Zaire. 
I  know  it  —  and  am  not  rebellious  found  — 
I've  sworn  —  and  by  veracity  am  bound  — 
But,  notwithstanding,  ought  I  to  expose, 
A  trusting  brother,  to  the  Christians*  foes? 

Fatima. 
No  brother's  danger  causes  your  alarm; 
But.  joye,  that  lures  with  an  insidious  charm! 
I  knowr  thy  heart  —  its  views,  would  meet  his  views, 
Did  not  thy  passion  counsel  to  refuse. 
Ah '  recognise,  at  least,  wherein  you  err; 
And  guard  your  faith  against  defection's  slur. 
You  tremble  the  harsh  lover  to  offend, 
Whose  outrages,  do  with  his  favors  blend. 
Be  not  so  blind  to  Orosmane's  defects; 
But  mark,  how  truth  his  tarter-soul  detects: 
D'»st  thou  not  see,  amidst  his  boasted  love, 
A  tiger's  fierceness,  thro'  the  feather'd  dove !    S 

■ 
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He  threatens  vengeance,  even  while  he  sighs ; 
And  pleading  at  your  feet,  your  pow'r  defies. 

Zaikk. 
No —  7  offended  —  it  was  /,  this  day. 
These  fatal  nuptials  ventured  to  delay. 
The  throne  was  ready;  and  the  altar  deck'd; 
When  /,  his  hope,  his  expectation  wreck'd! 
7,  who  should  quiver  at  his  well-roused  ire, 
Thus  dared  to  combat  his  express  desire. 

Fatima. 
O  can  love's  cares,  in  spite  of  all  control, 
At  such  a  time  as  this,  absorb  thy  soul? 

Zaike. 

Fain  would  I  wish  to  see  the  Christian's  clime; 

— -    -  ___ — 

Those  realms  so  lauded  !  —pictured  so  sublime! 
Yet  doth  my  truant  heart  the  wish  belie; 
And  plans  I'm  scheming  here  to  stay  —  or  die  — 
My   breast  inconstant,  knows  not  what  it  would  — 
Now,  spunts  the  evil  —  now,  rejects  the  good  — 
Great  God  !  remove  the  omens  dark  and  dire, 
'Which  whi>p*ring  threaten  Christians  —  Brother  — > 

Sire  -* 
And  grant  I  may  fulfil  thy  high  behest ; 
Inspired  by  thee,  to  essay  for  the  best. 
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s  relieve. 
[  Exit  Zaire. 


Their  summoiid,  therefore,  now  must  T  obey  — 
They  sail  ere  dawn  —  so  tim«  brooks  no  delay  — 
Co,  bid  yon  slave  my  brother  hither  bring. 

[  Extt  Fatima. 
I'll  not  betray  the  blood  from  whence  I  spring; 
But  soon  as  they  from  Solyme  shall  depart, 
To  Orosmane  1*11  open  all  my  heart; 
Disclose  the  worship  whereto  I  am  bound, 
And  trust  a  breast  where  pity's  boon  is  found! 
No  punishment  shall  I  therefrom  receive; 
But  pardon  will  my  deep  distress  relieve. 

Enter  Orosmane  &  Corasmin. 

OiiOSMANE. 

"O  how  the  moments  lag  to  glut  my  rage  — 
Why  tarries  yet  so  long  this  slothful  page! 
loliixst  for  vengeance !  ■**  wherejore  was  I  borjj_ 
To  love  a  slave ;  and  jilted  be  with  scorn. 

Enter  Mrtwfar. 
6ay  briefly,  sir,  how  Zaire  received  the  note? 

Meledok. 
She  seenVd  to  know,  at  once,  by  whom  'twas  wrote. 
Ne'er  witness'd  I,  great  sultan,  so  much  dread-— 
Her  face,  first  deadly  pale,  turn'd  crimson  red  — 
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■  i»i  ■■  -' 

She  trembled,  sigh'd.  look'd  down  —a  tear  let 

fall  — 
Bismiss'd,  but  bade  me  wait  awhile  in  call  — 
And  then  sent  Fatima  by  stealth,  to  say, 
That  prompt  to  meet  him,  she's  upon  the  way. 

Orosmane. 
Enough  —  retire  —  thy  presence  is  a  blight- 
Mankind's  abhorrent  —  both  get  from  my  sight  — 
Leave  me  alone  to  brood  o'er  my  despair  — 
iJiate  the  universe  —  myself—  my _Zaire! 

"  ^    [  Exeunt  Mdedor  &  Coiasmin. 
Ye  Gods  I  where  am  I?  —  what  about  to  do?  — - 
ZaLre-l^-— N ere stan  ?-— -traUorsJ —  can  this  be  true! 
luck  from,  miae  eyes,  the  Jight  then,  they  be- 

-hold^- 
All  hail  the  darkness  thy  black  deedsgnfold  I 
The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars  are  all  defiled  — 
The  very  Deity  himself,  reviled  — 
Creation  outraged  by  such  monsters  base. 
Alike  to  earth  and  heaven  a  disgrace! 
But  ihey  shall  perish  —  lose  their  foul  desire  — 
Unworthy  of  the  breath  they  still  respire. 
Haste,  retribution  —  Corasmin  return  — 
Revenge  no  longer  shall  uu  sated  burn! 
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( re- Enter  Coraamin ) 
Has  Zaire  come  forth !  —  does  Neiestan  draw  near? 

CORASMIN. 

No  —  neither  of  the  culprits  yet  appear. 

Ouosmane. 
Ah  ?  cruel  night !  whilst  thus,  this  bosom  bleeds 
Can'st  thou  thy  shadows  lend  to  shroud  such  deed*' 
O  \  could  view,  with  an  unruffled  brow, 
Mine  empire  falling,  and  to  fortune  bow: 
E'en  'midst  the  horrors  of  a  captive  state, 
VY  ith  equanimity  my  doom  await ; 

But  to  be  cheated  thus  by  her  1  love ' 

Aid  me,  ye  vengeful  Pow'rs !  below,  above.. 
Aid  me  to  strike  —  hark !  —  hark !  1  hear  a  cry  •» 

CoRASMlN. 

*Tis  but  an  echo  —  nothing  meets  the  eye  -* 

Orosmane. 
Upon  mine  ear  there  fell  a  fearful  sound  -~ 

CoRASUIN.      . 

The  Harem's  plunged  in  silence  most  profound  — 

All  is  tranquillity  —  all's  still  —  all  sleeps 

Orosmane. 
No —  crime's  awake!  and  watch  for  evil  keeps' 
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Ah!  Zai're!  thou  knew'st-not  half  my  dnatmp  rare! 
How  1  adored  thee!  -  how  rejoiced  to  share 
With  one  so  idolized!  a  mighty  throne! 
Yea,  e'en  when  by  thine  arts,  nigh  turn'd  to  stone, 
A  single  glance  had  won  thee  hack  my  heart, 
Had  that  one  glance  not  play 'a  nn  inl«m  n  part! 
For  Zak're !  lost  ZakVe !  such  is  hard  fate's  behest, 
That  still  by  thfip,  I  MHttl  ba  rur&t,  or  hleati- 

(  weeps ) 

CoRASMIN. 

What  I  —  dost  thou  weep !  —  Allah !  there  falls  a 

ttSJLl 
Orosmane. 
The  first  eW  shed?— -shame  that  it  should  appear. 
Thou  see'st  to  what  excess  my  soul  is  moved  — 
Yet  by  this  tear  tsatcaafeg  vengeance  proved  — 
A>%  of  these  briny  drops  the  bitter  flood. 
Shall  be  the  avant~coutiers  of  blood. 
Agtdo,  I  hear  a  sound  — 

Coras  m  in. 

I  shudder,  sire. 
Yon  $ta*p  your  dagger— and  your  eyes  flash 

fire— 
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Orosmane. 
1*19  not  mistaken  —  some  one   this  way  walks  — 

Cdrasmin, 
Hn-lr  —  hush!  —  'lis  even  so —  and  whisp*ring  talks-— 

OiiOSMANE.  i 

Ir*s  We  rest  an  ?  —  go—  drag  trim  to  the  light-— 
Meanwhile,  I'll  here  conceal  mystlf  from  sight. 

[Retiits  behind  a  Column  t 
&  Exit  Corasmtn. 

Enter  Zaire  and  Fatima 

Zaire* 
Come  Fatima  — 

Orosmane.     (aside) 
Jsjthat  the  witching  voice 
Other  my  heart  selected  for  its  choice! 
Are  those  the  tones,  that  won  me  from  myself. 
To  cozen  and  betray!  —  thou  daemon  elf!  — 
That  .faithless  voice,  the  organ  of  her  crime, 
Still,  still  enchants  me!— but  revenge  is  mine !  — 

(draws  his  Dirk) 
How  is  it,  that  the  sword  escapes  my  hand, 
And,  UdU'  irresolute.  1  trembling  stand?  — 
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I  fain  would  strike,  yet.  thi«»  rebellion**  arm. 
Shrinks  from  the  task  my  cherich'd  Zaire  to  ham*. 

Zaire. 
This*  is  rile  way  — I  hear  a  footstep  fall  — 

Faiima. 
•  Dial  Nerestan  —  hist,  hist  —  'tis  Zai're  doth  call  — 

Okosmane. 
That  name  revives  my  fury'  — 

(nuking  forth) 

die,  wretch !  —  die  — 
[stabs  Zai'^ 
Zaire. 
O-fiod]  I'm  slain?-.  1^0 

Okosmane. 
What  vision  meets  mine  eye!  — 
Is  this  myJZax£e?^r-let  me  fly  far  away  — 
Grim  darkness  shroud  me — lijde  this  fatal  day  — 
It  was  not  /,  who  struck  that  cruel  blow!  ♦ 

What !  is. there  bloojl?  —is  it  Zaire's  blood  doth 

flow? 
Well !  she  deservedjt !  —  Tve  repaid  her_«Ught  L- 
*Twas  Justice  arm'd  me  —  yet  I  shun  the  nighr. 
Muter  Corasmin 
with  Nerestan  chained,  led  m  by  Staves. 
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But  see1  —  behold  her  lover,  now  by  fate 


My  thirst  for  vengeance  sent  to  gatiajfci- 
IVJonster!  draw  nigh  —  O  thou,  who  came  pack  here 
To  ravish  from  me.  tier  I  held  most  dear ! 
Thou,  whose  false  bosom,  prompted  thee  to  feign 
A  Ireros. virtue,  to  hide  vice's  stain; 
Prepare  to  reap  the  dues  of  thy  disguise  — 
Look,  Sir,  and  tremble  —  there  the  recreant  liea!! 

Nerestan. 
O  rending  sight!  —  myjnster?  —  bleeding?  —/slain?  > 
/  Okosmane. 

Ha!  —  sister!  say'st  thou?—  wlience  that  deafuieg 

strain?  — 
Do  1  h^ar  ri^ht T  —  or  doth  some  mocking  sound. 
My  senses  stagger;  and  mine  ear  confound? 

Nerestan. 
Barbarian!  —  yes  —  'tis  (rue  —  but  haste  to  drain 
Her  blood's  last  drop,  which  these  my  veins 

retain ! 
Of  both  was  Lusignan  the  lawful  sire; 
That  Lnsignan  I've  just  beheld  expire; 
And  to  I  his  place,  I  bore  his  last  adieu, 
T«>  h<  '•  who'd  fain  have  risk'd  her  soul  tor  you. 
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ZAIRE. 

i     urn 

Okosmane. 
?a>'rffr  7ak're.then  loved  ate !  —  Fatima,  spphk  out- 
Was  j-he  liirt  sister?  —  would  [  still  could  doubt  — 

Faiima. 
Therein,  thou  tiger!  eager  for  her  gore, 
Therein  arose  her  crime  —  sh*  did  adnrol 


In  spite  of  self  and  sire,  she  was  to  you 

'Mid'st  importunities,  alas!  too  true! 

The  flatt'ring  hope,  that  Heav'n  to  calm  her  feari 

Would,  as  a  tribute,  take  her  earnest  tears, 

Hush'd  holy  scruples;  sooth'd  distraction's  sigh; 

And  promised  sanction  to  your  nuptial  tie: 

Your  idol  image,  ever  present,  dwelt 

In  that  fond  breast,  which  passion  only  felt: 

To  such  excess  was  her  unhappy  flame, 

That  this  false  hope  appeard  to  null  all  blame  t 

Her  God  and  thee  were  balanced  in  her  heart; 

mi  — i j.  nnmnii—ii ■         ii     ■— ■  ir-r-rwmwmmmmmmm  n  m      ijiii 

And,  in  the  scale,  thou  weigh'd'st  the  heavier  part! 

Orosmane. 
Enough  —  she  loved  —  I  ask  to  know  no  more  — 
This  hand,  to  one  still  true,  the  poniard  bore! 

Nerestan. 
Why  daily  thua  to  gratify  thy  rage?  — 
its  bane  malignant,  bid  m%  death  assuage! 
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There  rest*  but  one  of  that  illustrious  rare, 

A  race  whose  crimson  blood  thy  footsteps  trace! 

Join  to  hi*  mutder'd  family  this  wretch  — 

Upon  the  rack  these  quiv'ring  members  stretch  — 

I  fear  no  torments  —I've  endured  the  worst  — 

Thy  Inst  dread  Mow,  my  link,  of  life  has  burst! 

One  only  act  of  justice  I  entreat; 

Jtat\  then  will  die  contented  at  thy  feet; 

K<"<p  but  thy  promise,  as  in  honor  bound, 

To  those  poor  Christians  who  thy  favor  found ; 

And  let  the  pamsji£j£ejre_stan  alone, 

For  all  their  forfeits  and  offence  atone. 

Okosmame. 
(over  the  Hotly  of  Zaire) 
Zni're! — my  loved  Zai're! — 

Cokasmin. 
{drawing  Orosnuune  atvay) 

Ah!  whither  wotilciVt  ihou  go? 
Seek  not  remorse  to  mitigate  thy  wo; 
But  rather  bid  me  presently  remove 
A  fearful  object  that  may  madd'uing  prove. 

Nfrestan. 
What  are  thine  orders?  tyrant'—  I  await 
With  an  unflinching  brow,  my  coming  fate! 


m 
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OliOSIMANE. 

(after  a  long  pause) 
ToLgtHke  thy  chains  off  then  i<  my  decree  — 
And,  Corasmin,  set  ali  the  Christians  fret;  — 
Loaded  with  bounties;  with  my  riches  charged  2 
Let  them  go  hence,  to  Joppa's  pent,  enlaiged. 
What !  —  would'st  thou  speak  I  —  obey  —  and 

answer-not  H 
fondness  and  recompense  shall  be  their  lot! 
Fly,  nor  betray  a  Sultan's  will  supreme: 
But  merit,  by  thy  faith,  my  feist  esrtem. 

[  Exit  i  otusmih* 
( to  AWeslan ) 
Unhappy  brother!  -  yet  less  so,  than  I  — 
For  self- reproach  wakes  no  fraternal  sigh  ! 
G')  — quit  far  ever  these  ensanguined  pfain«; 
Where  war  and  murder  unremitting  veigna! 
Bear  to  thy  country,  far  from  this  remote, 
These  dear  Remains,  upon  which  still  1  dote! 
Hut  if  the  truth  is  there  by  thee  made  known; 
My  claim  to  pity,  none  will  sure  disown. 
Take  home  this  poniard  —  say,  by  it  (misled) 
J(if>  hf»rit  I  treasured  more  than  em pire!  hleo  — 

.. 
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Tell  them  T  gave  the  most  terrific  death, 

To  one,  than  whom  a  sweeter  ne'er  drew  breath  f 

ThaXat  her  feetJTd  placed  rny  life — jmy  throne  — 

That  her,  ofjtjl  the  sex,  T  loved  jdone — 

Say,  how  I  slew  her  at  blind  error's  call  — 

That  I  adored  her— and  avenged  her  fall ! ! ! 

Nerestan~ 
Great  God  direct  me — in  this  conflict  dire 
Arn  I  constrain'd  to  censure  and  admire? 
Doih  pity  plead  excuses?  —  do  I  live, ' 
At  once  to  execrate;  and  .to  forgive  I 


End  op  Zaire. 
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ERRATA. 

Page  6  line  10  dele  "  and  " 
Page  68  line  2  for  heart  read  faith. 
Pfl^f  59  /SMI  iQJhr  aatrifice  warf  sacrifice. 
/*«£-«  71  Hue  4  ,/iw  no  doubt  trad  pnsl  doubt. 
jPage  72  IxniL&fot  o^er€otne*mwf  Mibdnetl. 
P<i#*  8'i  Itnf  16 /£'  enfold  /vatf  infold. 
Page  84  /»n*5  6 /or  M  play'd  so  false  a  part " 
read  "play'd  a  double  part'' 
Pny    Mi  line  9  for  'Tis  read  Its. 
P«<jfe  8$  line  Hi  for  weighM  rearf  wcigli'd'ftt 
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